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THE SPIRITUAL BRICOLEUR
AN ARTIST'S SEARCH FOR PERSONAL IDENTITY WITHIN AN
INVESTIGATION OF POSTNATIONAL AND POSTCOLONIAL
IDENTITY

ABSTRACT

This research centres on an artist's search for personal identity in the late twentie
century—in a postnational and postcolonial context. A n autobiographical approach
has been used to show h o w this Japanese artist's identity has been built from the
ambivalence between personal and social matters, tradition and modernity, rural
culture and urban culture and the East and West. The research has been expressed
through a series of major exhibitions of artworks, including t w o preliminary
exhibitions in 'The Long Gallery', University of Wollongong and exhibitions under
the following titles, Where Have I Come From? - Where Am I Going?

Holdsworth

Galleries, Sydney, 1994 and Open Up The Shelter Holdsworth Galleries, Sydney,
1995.
The artworks and the dissertation accompanying the exhibited work are concerned
with the needs of artists to establish an identity independent from the society in
which they live, while maintaining a responsibility towards that society, and h o w
their work should be consistent with both this independence and responsibility. T h e
present state of post-Cold-War pluralism is seen as presenting crises for artists and
the author seeks to find the basis for the artist's identity in the sphere of personal
responsibility.
The author's own art development is part of this period. The written documentation
uses a personal history as a starting point for discussion of this artistic investigation
into the culture and ethos of post-war Japan and its self-positioning in the global
context. Through a discussion of the works of artists, w h o in the author's opinion
reflect a sense of independent responsibility, and through an analysis of his o w n art
works, the document gives insight into this search for personal artistic identity.
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INTRODUCTION

This documentation consists of two parts, one an autobiographical story in terms of
m y growing up and development towards being an artist in m y Japanese days, the
other a speculative research and presentation of the works of art from m y time in
Australia. M y greatest concern threaded through both parts, which is the very
subject of this artistic research, is an investigation of self-identity.
When I think of it at this point, my choice of Australia—a Western country located
in the Asia-Pacific region—as a place to study abroad w a s rather accidental.
Although I had a strong interest in Aboriginal art, m y knowledge of Australia at that
point, five years ago, w a s by no means rich. In those days, because of m y
scepticism about Western civilisation and disappointment in Japan's imitation of its
worst elements, I seemed to thirst for an alternative set of values in this country in
the Southern Hemisphere. However, I discovered that in reality, this country had
problems in c o m m o n with all other developed countries, in addition to its o w n
particular problems. According to m y understanding, these problems have been
caused by its historical contradictions, which have been exposed by the world-wide
economic recession and the rapid economic growth of the Asian countries. T h e
various problems still to be improved—reconciliation with Aboriginal people; the
relationship with Europe, America, Japan and other Asian countries; the relationship
between Anglo-Australian culture and multi-culturalism—all derived from the one
fundamental question, "What is the Australian identity?" I gradually began to realise
that these problems are very similar to Japan's problems at present—reconciliation
with Ainu people; economic conflict with Europe and America; the relationship with
other Asian countries; friction between newcomer foreign workers and the traditional
homogeneous society. These are issues, which question what Japanese identity
ought to be. Furthermore, I have realised in this investigation that this issue of
national identity virtually affects the issue of m y self-identity; in other words, selfidentity relates inter-actively with collective identity. I had intentionally avoided
touching on this issue of collective identity, until this time, because of m y strong
attachment to 'the autonomy of self. However, a n e w life in Australia has caused
m e to re-examine this relationship between individual identity and collective identity.
As a result, I began re-discovering myself and my relationship with Japan. This
development of m y consciousness w a s unexpected for m e , still seeking for an

alternative culture at that point. I must thank this unexpected development, because I
recognise that self-discovery to be inevitable rather than accidental as a stage of
development in m y sense of identity. This issue was for m e the matter of highest
priority, which had been deferred because of m y busy lifestyle. Therefore, I
decided without hesitation, to go ahead, as this issue had to be settled as soon as
possible.
So my study presented here has been concerned with the following matters;
1. To reflect on my past in Japan and to investigate the relationship between
myself and Japan. I have recorded the process of this self-discovery in P A R T O N E .
This investigation was immensely important to m e at that stage, because in the first
two years of m y Australian life I was in a state of utter confusion. I was losing
myself, because of various unexpected happenings, in addition to m y unfamiliarity
with this foreign country and m y difficulties with the English language. The
question I was often asking myself in those days was based on the issue of m y
identity as an artist, "What should I express in the art work? D o I have something to
be expressed?"
2. At that point I had already become aware of some difference between myself
in Japan and myself in Australia. I was sometimes surprised by m y unexpected
reactions, different from m y personality in Japan, in this entirely n e w environment.
M y weakness and vulnerability particularly were beyond anything I had anticipated,
therefore, I had to explore an untrodden territory within myself.
Thus I have been re-enquiring into my past. I have tried to recollect the memories
m y past—they were fragments of photographic memories—from the depths of m y
consciousness, and I have tried to reconstruct those fragments into one story. I
present some of these reconstructed stories in P A R T O N E . Through this work, I
realised that some stories in fact were deeply coloured by m y historical and social
environment, even though they were seemingly personal matters. In other words, I
realised h o w m y self-history had been virtually affected by the reality of Japan's
post-war history. A s a result, through investigating myself intensively - an
individual matter, I could also understand the vessel, which contained myself - a
social and historical matter.

Indeed this means that I cannot understand myself, without understanding the vessel
- Japan. I re-examine Japan in terms of its relationship with overseas countries in
Section O n e of P A R T O N E .

I argue m y interpretation—how the Japanese,
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including myself, have regarded both Asia and the West for a long time, and h o w
w e need to overcome that problem. I argue particularly, that one of the most
important problems to be overcome is the inferiority complex of the Japanese in
relation to the West. This has been imprinted through the process of modernisation
(westernisation). Against this, there is the superiority complex of Westerners to the
East, and of Japan to other Asian nations, which has also been imprinted into the
subconscious long since. I also point out the existence of 'the law of dominance',
the compulsion of collective values on the individual by the strong, and therefore I
propose that w e should build an independent, strong self-identity, rather than
escaping into collective identity, which depends on external authorities such as race,
ethnic group, nation, religion and institution. I seek clues for the theoretical
possibility of such an identity in Habermas' 'Theory of Communicative Action'.
In Section One of PART TWO, I discuss Christo and Beuys as examples of artists
w h o reflect such an independent identity. I evaluate their identity as the 'identity of a
stranger'. I believe that the secret of their works of art, which criticise their society
and culture radically, rather than harmonise with them, is in their strong selfidentity. 'Stranger' for Christo and Beuys means by no means a loser, alienated
from his/her society, but a possessor of a strong self-identity, w h o can keep a
certain distance from his/her society, without escaping into a collective identity.
Therefore I seek the possibility of another identity, which identifies with neither a
winning group nor a losing group.
To conclude PART TWO, I talk about my works of art. For this research, these
works are equivalent to pages of m y Australian diary. Therefore m y psychological
footprints have been left in each work. M y struggle—anxiety, anger, dreams and so
o n — i n this investigation, all written in this documentation, have been formed in
those works of art. A s a matter of fact, there are m a n y unwritten motives, that is,
forgotten and unconscious truths in m y 'diary'. I therefore re-tell some of those
stories in words, as a personal interpretation of the works of art.
The voicings used in this document are fascinating to me, for they reflect and echo
aspects of the journey I have chosen to take. I a m aware that m y use of English m a y
quite often stray from conventional usage. I have chosen to keep, in s o m e
instances, things that might have been more correctly expressed. B y this very reordering of the usual, I not only keep m y individual Japanese/Australian voice, but I
m a y also add to a perception of the self, outside systems of national and racial
convention.
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I became aware, as the document developed, that the levels of voice also changed.
The early writings of stories from m y childhood, possibly through m y tentative and
less familiar usage of English at that stage, reflected a simplicity of style that
matched the material. I believe, however, that this is no simple coincidence, for in
re-calling these glimpses from deep memory, I have deeply felt a connection to those
early times.
As the writing developed, its concepts paralleling the discoveries in my art work,
voice also gained a clearer sense of purpose and resolution. Having to work in a
less familiar language and certainly a language for m e , where complexity and
subtlety had to be learnt in a short time, not over a gradual period of growing up,
has in m a n y ways been a reflection of this period of intense work as an artist. It has
been another metaphor for the development towards a sense of self-identity.
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PART ONE

MEMORIES, DREAMS, REFLECTIONS

PROLOGUE
I entitle this autobiographical essay Memories, Dreams, Reflections. This title is a
quote from C.G. Jung's autobiography. I would like to reminisce honestly, without
exaggeration, without deception, because this essay w a s motivated by a strong
necessity for knowing m y real self.

Almost five years have passed since I came to Australia and I have entered mid-life
I cannot repress m y desire to look back upon m y past, even if I cannot k n o w what I
shall have sought, what I shall have done or what I shall not have done till death.
Through this examination, reflecting on the first half of m y life, I will try to draw
some conclusions about the universal questions of h o w an individual is tossed by
fate, and h o w one resists these currents—to "take the bull by the horns" so to speak.
I, by nature, have never piled m y life up step by step nor reflected regularly on what
I have done; rather I have let things take their course, without regret or denial. The
combination of two conditions, the turn of life marathon, as a time condition and the
displacement from Japan to Australia, as a space condition, have forced m e to
reflect. A s a result, I finally made up m y mind to undertake this task.
Although I had read Jung's Memories, Dreams, Reflections about ten years ago, I
feel it was only yesterday. I might have been expecting to write this essay all
through that time. Therefore, I try to let m y past tell itself instead of engaging in a
treasure hunt.
Jung wrote as follows:
M y life is a story of the self-realisation of the unconscious. Everything in
the unconscious seeks outward manifestation, and the personality too
desires to evolve out of its unconscious conditions and to experience itself
as a whole. I cannot employ the language of science to trace this process
of growth in myself, for I cannot experience myself as a scientific
problem.
W h a t w e are to our inward vision, and what m a n appears to be sub specie
aeternitatis, can only be expressed by w a y of myth. M y t h is more
individual and expresses life more precisely than does science. Science
works with concepts of averages which are far too general to do justice to
the subjective variety of an individual life.
This it is that I have n o w undertaken, in m y eighty-third year, to tell m y
personal myth. I can only m a k e direct statements, only tell "stories".
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Whether or not the stories are "true" is not the problem. The only
question is whether what I tell is my fable, my truth.
As a starting point for a journey into my past, I find myself in agreement with his
idea. Before proceeding backwards into this journey, I must start asking myself a
few questions, crucial in the retelling, fabrication of all personal myths. "Have I
really got the myth in myself?" "Is telling the fact equivalent to approaching the
truth?"
I must create my personal myth in order to metamorphose facts into truths. At the
same time, if m y myth has already existed, I must rewrite it, because, in this
country, I have learnt a lot of things I m a y never have discovered in Japan.
Therefore, at the start of telling m y myth I a m convinced that m y attempt must be
both the creation and the retelling. M y t h must be certainly recreated or invented
every time it is told. Nothing comes of nothing. "Create" means "rewrite" or
"retell".

I intend to create my past through the telling of my past, for it must create my tr
which is m y myth.

Terence Davies, a British film director, is an artist who is particular about his o
works. H e m a d e two autobiographical movies. O n e is Called Distant Voices ...
Still Lives, (1989) reflecting upon his sad violent father. Another is called The Long
Day Closes (Official Selection, Cannes, 1992), looking back at the impact of his
father's death on his childhood memories. H e told in his documentary South Bank
Show, " W h e n you're told the story by what people say, that isn't cinema." I
substitute "art" for his word "cinema".2 I try to write m y autobiographical essay
not as a record of m y history but as a literary work or an art work dealing with
myself. M y myth must be told by m y o w n words in order to represent " m y truth".
Once it has begun being told, the truth cannot be distinguished from the myth.
Although fact is objective, truth can never live only in objectivity. Therefore, I
not fall into the trap of objectivity. It does not m e a n I a m going to escape into
subjectivity. I, however, a m not a scientist nor a scholar. I, as an artist, a m
particular about m y o w n eye, ear and experience, which means I take responsibility
at least for m y words. Therefore, I will use " w e " the plural pronoun with careful

Jung, C.G. Memories, Dreams, Reflections, Collins and Routledge, London, 1993.
From the leaflet for The Long Day Closes. Dendy Films, U K , 1992.
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deliberation, because I cannot confidently say "the other" feels, thinks or acts the
same as m e .

1. EARLY YEARS
August 1945, just several days after the atomic-bombing of Hiroshima and
Nagasaki, Japan surrendered unconditionally. T h e brutal invasion of Asian
countries had at last ended after fifteen years.
Since American Commodore Perry's fleet visited Japan in 1853, Japan's
modernisation had been performed as industrialisation under the banner of, "Out of
Asia, into the West" and "Build up a wealthy nation with a strong army". Japan had
dashed head first into industrialisation in order to evade colonisation by the West,
nevertheless, Japan ironically fought against the West to colonise the other Asian
countries.
Until that time Japan's national goal had been to get away from Asia, to catch up
with the West and to be accepted by the West; a nationalist fervour deriving from
Japan's extremely strong inferiority complex to the West. This confrontation
seemed to be unavoidable given the historical circumstances. Confronted with a
seemingly overwhelming technological gap with the West, Japan, according to
Imperialist history invaded Asian countries to plunder their natural resources. The
psychological pressure to acquire the technological and military advances needed to
compete with the Western powers was overwhelming.
However, even if it was historically inevitable to Japan, the atrocities beyond
description were never acceptable to the Asian countries. Therefore Japan had to
look for any reason to justify its invasion. The Government forged a pretext that
Japan should emancipate Asia from Western colonisation. A s a result, the inferiority
complex of the Japanese people had transformed to resentment against the West
called "kichiku beieu" (devils and beasts from the West). T h e Government
shrewdly took advantage of the "Emperor System" (Imperial System) of Japan.3
However, why were such incredibly brutal and inhumanitarian acts performed by
ordinary soldiers? There seemed to be a clue in the individual and collective
unconscious of the Japanese, which could not be explained by social science.

The scenario for Japan's reconstruction in the postwar period was written according
to the doctrines of American Far East strategy, which included democratisation and

I have chosen to use idiosyncratic English in the name, "Emperor System" as it comes
closest to the Japanese of the personal meaning I ascribe to it. The normal adjective
'Imperial" has a sense of a whole structure, whereas I want to emphasise the absolute
concentration on the power of the ruler himself.
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demilitarisation of Japan in order to avoid a revival of Japanese militarism. A s a
result " w e " Japanese were given the superb constitution, which spells out the
renunciation of war. After this Japan was to become a loyal ally of America in the
Far East during the Cold War.
The Japanese began to serve their new master, whom they had previously called
"Devils and Beasts". T h e Japanese people started working again by substituting
"Banzai, General Macarthur" for "Banzai Emperor", a calculator for a bayonet.
Jazz, pop music, Hollywood movies, strip shows, baseball, professional wrestling
began to be prevalent in the streets. A cultural cynic called it the "3S Campaign"
picking up the initial " S " from Sport, Sex and Screen, and warned that it came from
American cultural policy to emasculate the Japanese.
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FRAGMENTARY MEMORIES
Three clear memories from m y early days come up. The first concerns m y father
and the other two are related to m y mother. These three probably belong between
m y third year and fifth year, being some of m y earliest memories. Each m e m o r y
consists of several fragments; each visual sensory perception comes to mind like a
photographic scene; each scene is tied to a specific emotion. Therefore I must line
up those fragments again along the passage of time to reconstruct the original
stories, which is like making a tapestry by interweaving the woof with the weft.
1. My Father's Back
The most distinctive memory:
It is a cool evening in early spring, I am clinging to my father's back on
the carrier of his bicycle. The bicycle is on the point of turning the corner
just crossing over a wooden bridge called Ohashi. We are going to
Monoi station passing through a winding path along a river bank. The
warmth of my father's back I am clinging to is easing my tension, mixing
expectation with anxiety.
I remember this sensation as if it were a scene out of a movie. Besides I can
strangely imagine the small figure of myself as a distant observer. I presume I often
recollect this incident, because it was so impressive for m e , therefore it must have
been firmly ingrained in m y mind.
My father died at the age of forty six when I was four years old in 1955. Now I am
forty three, getting closer to forty six. Even n o w it seems as though I have always
believed the age of forty six to represent a magical milestone. It m a y have been
foolish, but I once worried I could not live until the age of forty-six, because I
could never imagine myself older than him. Because I had lost m y father before I
became clearly conscious of the father's physical existence, I seemed to magnify his
metaphysical existence beyond necessity. I must not have noticed it in m y
childhood, as I found family life without m y father to be rather natural. I became
seriously conscious of the absence of father at around the age of twelve, about
which I will write later.
Before the Second World War, in my grandparents' epoch, my family was relatively
wealthy. M y grandparents had no child. They adopted their niece Saku, m y
mother, at the age of five, to continue the family lineage. In 1938 they adopted
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Shizuka, m y father, a public service worker, as the husband for Saku. Although
Shizuka was born in a farming family, he became an office worker because of his
weak health. In 1944 he was conscripted, but after just two months of service, he
returned h o m e because his weak body could not stand the military training. A s a
matter of appearance this was viewed as a family disgrace, but as a matter of fact
they were secretly relieved by the "misfortune".
After the war the Occupation Forces carried out farmland reforms, which meant a
decrease of the family's land. However, m y father's salary introduced a byproduct, urban culture, which was novel in rural areas, although the farming income
had decreased. His work place was Chiba City, the biggest city in that area. W e led
a "modern" life, which was rare in our neighbourhood, because he brought a lot of
information about movies, music, books and so on. Father drank coffee, ate bread
and m a d e donuts for his children. H e read Western literature and listened to
classical music.
Shizuka and Saku had six children, four sons, a daughter and then me.
On an evening in March 1954, when I was three, my father, on coming back from
work, handed a big paper bag to m y sister. H e loved her deeply because she was
his only daughter.
My sister with shining eyes opens it and takes out a brand-new red
leather randosel, a school child's satchel, which she straps to her back.
She is so pleased, and runs about the room for joy. She is six and she
will enter primary school in April, and that is why my father has bought
the randosel.
Watching the run of events, I suddenly say, "I want to have a red
randosel too!" My father and mother say, "You can get one when you
enter school as well," but I want to get it right now. "She's got one, I
can't get one. It's not fair!" I cry.
I wanted to have a satchel the same as my sister's, because I could not yet
understand about the meaning of school and the satchel. Finally I got into trouble
for crying. Although m y father always scolded m y naughtiness, he unexpectedly
said, "I'll buy it for you tomorrow". But, having already begun crying, that is
having lost control of myself, I at any rate wanted to get "the brand-new randosel"
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immediately. M y father finally said, having succumbed to m y grizzling, "All right,
let's go out to buy it".
Still cold in early spring I sit on the carrier of father's bicycle wearing an
overcoat with a hood. The bicycle carrying me and father starts out for
Monoi station one kilometer away from home. I am clinging to father's
back, for I am so cold and I have never been out riding in the dark. His
back is so warm and I am so happy.
As I mentioned previously, I can recall this image as if it were a photographic
m e m o r y taken from a movie scene. The emotional power of this m e m o r y has
become deeply etched in m y mind, synchronising sensory perception with
picturesque projection of the image.
We get off the train at the next station, Yotsukaido. I feel strange,
because I am expecting to go to Chiba, a much bigger place than
Yotsukaido. We enter a nearby bag shop. My father talks to the shop
assistant, who brings out a white canvas satchel from another room and
hands it to my father. I say to father, "I want a red leather randosel." He
says, "This is a better one for you, because red randosels are for girls.
You are a boy!"
Although I really want to have a red leather satchel, I begin to get used to
the idea, that a boy having a white satchel is greater than a girl having a
red randosel. / nod reluctantly.
I store that white canvas satchel in one of the drawers of a wardrobe. I
sometimes take it from the drawer and try to carry it about contentedly,
but whenever I see my sister's red leather randosel, / envy its beauty. I
think, "Being a boy is boring. I want to be a girl."

Three years later I was given a black leather randosel. It was not expensive like
m y sister's. The family living standards, without father, had already begun to
fall.
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2. A Wind Chime
W h e n I was four or five, on a hot summer day m y mother took m e out to the Sengen
shrine in Inage. Because it was a week day, m y sister was in school, so I was alone
with mother on her short trip.
At Chiba we change from the steam locomotive to the electric train for
Tokyo. Its smooth start and quietness surprise me. I want to be an
electric train driver rather than a stream locomotive driver, which I have
wanted until now. Just several minutes after this, the train arrives at
Inage station and we get off. We walk towards Inage beach, which has
not yet been reclaimed by urban development. We continue walking
along a narrow alley trying to avoid the swimming goods and souvenirs
infrontofthe shops.
Next we pass through a street lined with pine trees echoing with a
continuous chorus of cicadas. As last we are greeted by a large torrii (a
Shinto shrine gate) signalling our arrival at the precincts of the Inage
shrine. On the shrine's grounds I see a carnival of stalls and people. Tin
toys, celluloid masks, round fans, peaches, glass wind chimes and the
like are laid out on the stands. My mother notices my expectations, for
she quickens her step towards the final destination, taking my hand.
When we go through the torii towards the back of the shrine, we see a lot
of vehicles passing by, buses and trucks coming and going along the
road. I catch a glimpse of a small red torii in the blue sea through the
passing vehicles. While we wait for the traffic light to turn green, my
eyes watch the vehicles passing in front of me. It is a main road,
connecting Chiba's industrial area to Tokyo, whose traffic is the heaviest
in the prefecture. A large number of trucks are running like mad, as if
boasting of Japan, which has just started shifting from postwar chaos to
economic growth. For me, always running about in my village field with
bare feet, I feel the overwhelming energy of the traffic as a symbol of
modern technology which I have never seen. In an instant I feel that
being a truck driver would be greater than being an electric train driver.
The light turns green, my mother takes my hand and we start walking. I
notice in the sea afloatingwooden bridge supported by small boats. A
large number of people are walking on it, slowly clinging to a chain
handrail. There is the small red torii / had glimpsed at the end of the
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bridge, and people are folding their hands there. My mother grasps my
hand tighter and we start walking over the bridge. Rather than scaring
me the "walking on the water" seems like a lot of fun. There is an
offertory box beneath the torii. My mother claps her hands twice after
throwing a ten Yen coin into the box. Urged on by her, I also clap my
hands twice.
On the way back to the station, my mother stops beside a stall. Pausing
momentarily, she says to me, "This is something special, isn't it?" It is a
wind chime made of glass. It makes a "ding a ling" sound when it rings,
but it does not sound cool to me. It is too hot to feel its "ding a ling"
cool, besides the cicadas are singing loudly. What I really want, rather
than the wind chime, is a tin toy, but I have already nodded. I do not
have any choice, because I know she wants me to have it. However it is
not worthless to me. She hands it to me, and says, "Are you happy?" I
just answer, "Yes."
I begin looking closely at the wind chime on the train to Chiba. A glass
ball, about ten centimetres in diameter, is attached to a spray of
something I can't quite recognise. The glass ball has a hole, of about
five centimetres, at the bottom. A small glass stick with a strip of paper
hangs down with a string through this hole. When the paper is blown by
the wind from the fan on the ceiling, the small stick hits the glass. It
makes a beautiful sound, which sounds much

better than before.

Because of the cool sound emanating from the chime's "ding a ling", I
feel momentary relief from the sweltering heat. The sound induces a
strong feeling.
Two or three goldfish are painted on the surface of the glass, and this has
attracted my interest. Watching it more carefully I notice blue wavy lines
and seaweed painted around the goldfish. Looking into the transparency
of the glass, I begin to believe that real goldfish are swimming

about

among the seaweed. Then I suddenly realise the spray at the top is in fact
also seaweed. A mother fish and a childfishare swimming happily in
the clear water. It is just like a dream world. I feel I am holding in my
own hands, the sea world I saw a short while before. It has become my
favourite thing. I think, "This is my treasure."
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The train we have changed to at Chiba is terribly crowded. We scurry
onto the train because the departure time is pressing. I am grasping "my
treasure " tightly. When the bell for departure rings, the passengers, who
do not want to miss it, rush onto the train. We are pushed along into the
carriage. I am surrounded by office workers, high school students,
peddlers and so on. When the train starts my small body is nearly
floating from the floor, pushed down, thronged by the people. Then I
hear a cracking noise beside my body, but I do not understand what it
means. I cannot take a look at my wind chime, because all I can do is to
grasp my mother's hand tightly.
Many passengers get off at the next station, and this gives me an
opportunity to look at my wind chime. It is just as I feared. The glass
ball has broken and the strip of paper has gone. The figures of the
goldfish have become miserable. I look down at my feet and I find there
only fragments of glass. When I look up at my mother, she, having
watched the whole thing, says "I'll get another one for you." We hurry
off the train at that station.
We look about several shops nearby, but we cannot find any glass wind
chimes. Finally my mother buys a small metal wind chime at one shop.
She says to me, "This is the only one we can get. Be content with this."
The new wind chime is made of black iron. It has no spray, nor goldfish
swimming around their sea world I want to go back to Inage to buy the
original one. I want to say so to her, but it is already late afternoon and I
know we have to go home. I get into a train tinkling the iron wind chime
in my hand. Its tinkle is quite different from the glass one.

For a few years after that, every summer the iron wind bell tinkled in my hous
hated its sound.
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3 . T h e Paintings of the Atomic B o m b i n g

It was a small book of paintings. The book looked very poor. I do not know if i
was caused by "fifties" austerity or if it was a cheap edition, in either case the
exterior was not impressive. Unlike the poor exterior, however, the contents were
extremely serious. In fact it shocked a small child. That small book of paintings
was titled Genbaku No Zu (The Paintings of the Atomic Bombing), which were
painted by Iri Maruki, just after the atomic bombing of Hiroshima.
I have no accurate memory about when or how I saw it. I just remember the
tearfulness of the paintings, and the frightful impact they made on a child of four or
five. They were watercolours. I felt them to be just like real photographs, or
something beyond photographs. That fear was beyond description for me.
/ remember especially strongly one woman in a painting, who wears a
kimono and has long hair. She is walking with her face hanging with red
keloids, besides which red and black skin is hanging down and peeling
from her out-thrust hands . I feel a terrible fear, as if I have come across
a ghost. Of the other paintings, one depicts people who have black spots
all over their bodies, caused by "black rain". Another is of a boy whose
whole face and neck is keloidic except the head protected by his hair. He
looks just like "kappa".

I assumed that they were real photographs until I saw them again later. They we
more horrible than photographs in fact. I sometimes dreamt about those paintings
when I had a high fever.

Several years later, it must have been one winter night when I was nine or ten,
warming myself at the kotatso (a fire place with a coverlet), with m y mother and
sister. In those days the kotatsu was the only heating apparatus in m y house for
winter and it was also the only place for family conversation. O n that night m y
brothers were going out and I do not remember if m y grandparents were there or
not. W e , mother, sister and I, must have been talking about the day's events and
other small talk. W e happened to talk about our dead father. I asked mother, "What
did D a d die of?" M y mother had told us m y father had died of cerebral
haemorrhage, but I had happened to hear from someone that he had died of purpura.
"Did Dad die of purpura?" She explained to us h o w one day she had found a few
black spots on m y father's body after his bathing. H e went to hospital and the
Kappa is a mythical creature; a water imp.
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doctor told him it was purpura. H e finally weakened and died but the cause
remained unsolved. W h e n I finished hearing her explanation, I thought, " H o w
easy-going she is." I asked again about the cause of the disease. She told m e that
according to his doctor the cause was presumed either hereditary or radio-activated,
since m y father had visited the Hiroshima districts. In any case the cause of m y
father's disease could not be specified. It still weighs on m y mind now, because I
cannot be certain about it.
At that time, when I heard the word "Hiroshima" from my mother, I suddenly
recalled Genbaku No Zu, the paintings of Hiroshima. I asked her about that book.
She brought it out of the chest of drawers in the storeroom, which was used to keep
valuables. W h e n I opened it, I realised then for the first time that they were not
photographs but paintings. I was relieved by this knowledge even though their
terror had remained. I presume I might have thought prematurely, "Painting is not
the truth," because I had not yet seen the photographs of the A-bomb victims.
Later I saw an exhibition and a documentary about Hiroshima, and read the novel
The Black Rain5. I saw the originals of Genbaku No Zu at Hiroshima as well. Of
course, they shocked m e . However I have never had an impact stronger than the
first encounter of Genbaku No Zu in m y childhood.

Masuji, Abuse. (1898-1993), Black Rain, Kodansha International, 1967. In this novel, he
described the state of Hiroshima just after the atomic bomb attack.
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II. PRIMARY SCHOOL YEARS
1. American Pop Culture
My first movie in my life, that is my earliest memory of a movie, was Creature
the Black Lagoon, which has become a cult-movie nowadays. I remember I saw
that movie with m y father and brothers. I must have been three because m y father
was there. N o other father would have chosen an American movie with subtitles for
a child of just three years of age. H e must have chosen it for m y brothers w h o were
m u c h older. For their age "Black Lagoon" was most suitable. I remember only a
few scenes; the sea-monster is coming up from the water, a close-up of his face and
a girl w h o is screaming, however, it seems to be a metaphor for something, that m y
first experience of American movies was about a horrible monster.
After my father died, the movies I saw with my brothers were also American.
Although I did not understand them exactly, the richness of the people, the houses,
the streets, the landscape in the movies were an absolute dream world for me. A s
there was no T V in m y house, the magazines, the radio programs and the movies of
m y brothers were the only doors to an unknown world.
Shortly after I entered primary school, we were ordered by our teacher to
individually sing a favourite song one at a time. M y other classmates sang
children's traditional songs such as Sakura Sakura or Tulip. At last m y turn had
come. I sang Oh Carol in English, which I picked up from the radio without
understanding the lyrics or their meaning. This was also due to the influence of m y
brother. W h e n I had proudly sung the first half and was about to begin the second
part, the teacher suddenly stopped m y singing. "All right go back to your seat," she
said. I returned to m y seat puzzled and thinking, " M y teacher doesn't like America."

In those day some or most of the older generation like my teacher still held an
antipathy towards America. Besides, especially for an elderly teacher, a schoolroom
was considered the holy of holies. N o w I presume she had become angry at m y
behaviour because I had sung an American song in her sacred space.
On the other hand, in my house the radio was blaring American pop music icons
such as Neil Sedaka, Elvis Presley, Paul Anka, Pat Boone, Connie Francis and so
on. Another of m y favourites was Diana. I remember even m y mother, w h o loved
Japanese traditional music such as folk songs or namiwa-bushi, sometimes sang
Diana.

21

A T V set had finally made its way into our house. Here there was Superman, Lone
Ranger and Gunsmoke, all m y favourites. I particularly loved westerns. "Quick
shot number one is Alan Ladd, Gary Cooper is number two."—I showed off m y
knowledge to m y friends. M y favourite western on T V was Wanted - Dead or
Alive,—Steve McQueen's shortened rifle was so smart. I loved Combat as well,—
Vic Morrow liberating small French towns from the Germans and then being
appreciated by beautiful girls. It was so smart. I played Combat with m y friends.
All w e children watched Combat, but m y mother and grandparents never did.

I also read comics of war stories very often. In comics, Japanese Zero Fighter
the battleship "Yamato" were always beating up the American army. Shortly after
this I was taught in school h o w Japan allying itself with Germany and Italy had
fought against America.
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2 . W h a t is a G o o d Painting?
It was probably 1958—that is, I was seven. M y eldest brother went to an exhibition
of works by V a n G o g h held in Tokyo and brought its catalogue to m y house. It
became the only art book in m y house, It also became m y art teacher, because I
often looked at it to gain ideas for painting pictures. I specially loved his early
drawings, which were perspectively drawn pastoral scenery set in Holland. I loved
his realistic drawings, because I found it more difficult to understand his later
paintings. Every time I saw the drawing of a dog, drawn by V a n G o g h at the age of
nine, I thought, "I want to draw well like this when I a m nine."
One day I discovered something strange in these paintings. It was that the tree,
road, the house, the sky, everything he painted looked like they were alive to me.
Although they appeared strange to m e , they attracted m y mind without reason.
Another thing I wondered at was the number of self-portraits included in that
catalogue. Those self-portraits were also weird to m e , although I tried to paint m y
self-portrait like him. I suppose n o w it was m y first experience at objectifying
myself. W h e n I began painting myself with a mirror, although I did not k n o w why,
I felt something different from other paintings. I have continued to paint myself
since then.
In my second year of elementary school, I was seven, a painting competition for
school children was held nationwide by a newspaper publishing company. Our
teacher ordered us to paint birds, because that competition was connected with Bird
W e e k . It was m y first entry for a painting competition. I was filled with joyful
expectation.

In those days I believed "a good painting is a skilful painting," and I had acqui
the technique for realistic painting, rather than so-called child painting, under m y
brother's influence. W h e n I painted something on two-dimensional paper using
perspective and shading, the thing became three-dimensional. I thought, "It's
magical." W h a t I particularly preferred, was to paint a train or a tree-lined street
using perspective and to draw a likeness of someone just like a photograph.
According to the developmental stage theory, m y interest was more precocious than
the average child's, which was definitely m y eldest brother's influence. H e loved
painting. H e had excellent drawing skills particularly and preferred drawing
portraits. Because I saw him drawing as a small child, I came to think a painting
was evaluated by h o w it resembles the original. Therefore, I m a d e an effort to
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aspire to that, something admired by adults. A s a result being an artist, a n e w
occupation, was added to m y list of aspirations.
We spread out from the classroom into the school yard. My classmates walked
about to seek a sparrow on the wire, a crow on the roof and a duck in the pond. I,
without hesitation, went directly to the school aviary. I could observe them without
haste because the birds in the cage could not fly. I could not draw or paint anything
without intensive observation. The cage was divided into three parts, separating the
pigeons, the ducks and the chickens by two wire nettings. I sat d o w n in front of the
pigeons, which were smarter and more beautiful than the others. I painted the two
pigeons, three dimensionally using shading. Behind the cage I painted the school
yard and the line of cherry trees perspectively. The result was a complete success,
and I thought, "I can paint it as if an adult had done it."

One morning several weeks later, our teacher came into the classroom with two sets
of testimonials and one trophy. "Good morning everyone. Today I have very good
news," she started talking. I already had imagined myself having the golden trophy
with m y heart beating with delight. She said w e had two winners of the painting
competition, besides one of them being the first prize, and she called one girl's
name, Yosie. Teacher gave the trophy and a testimonial to Yosie, w h o was flushed
with embarrassment. W h a t I was given was a mere paper after all. Her painting was
of a mother and child chicken and hen pecking away at the food. I thought at the
time that is was not a good painting, too childlike in fact.
However, thinking back at this point in time, I must admit m y painting was too cool
because of having pursued only technique. O n the contrary, although Yosie's
painting was not represented realistically, the state of a mother and child chicken
feeding was vividly painted. Her chickens were alive. M y pigeons were dead. I
did not understand then the reason w h y this was. I did not discover this answer
until I had a certain experience in m y second year of junior high school.6

See p. 34.
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3

T h e Bon

Festival

I was very fond of the Bon Festival, up until seven or eight years of age. Bon is the
Buddhist festival for the dead, paying homage to our ancestors. M y mother made a
new Yukata (an informal summer Kimono) and bought geta (wooden sandals).
Most importantly I could stay up late openly. After dinner w e went to the temple
with a goza (a rush mat) and a uchiwa (a round fan) per person. Bon Dancing came
first. Almost all the w o m e n including young girls danced in a circle. All m e n
watched their wives or daughters without dancing. W e boys played with toy
fireworks.
After the Bon Dancing we saw the long-awaited movie. The frame of the screen
was m a d e of bamboo. W e spread each mat in front of the screen and burnt
mosquito repellent. Thus the open-air theatre was ready under a starry sky. The
program was always a samurai movie. I preferred a western to a samurai movie but
most of the people preferred the traditional Japanese genre. The elderly people and
boys loved them especially, therefore a samurai movie was screened every year.
Nonetheless, nobody was really concerned about the program, because both they the
adults and w e children enjoyed talking with each other more than watching the
movie.

*

Usually we children would not see friends again until the next morning, after h
said good-bye to them at dusk. However, only during the Bon Festival could w e
see and play again with out friends during the night. That was something special for
us. The adults were also not themselves. W o m e n powdered their faces lightly and
m e n had smiles on their faces, which was rather strange for us. I felt I saw what I
should not see. I became uncomfortable, particularly when m y mother, w h o was
already a widow, laughed or shared a joke with men.

I have one special memory around the Bon Festival. On the evening of 13th August
when I was probably eight, w e went to the temple to receive the dead and ancestors.
The local Customs of Bon is as follows:

On the evening of the 13 August the people go to the temple to meet and bring th
departed souls of their ancestors, and guide them to the family Buddhist altar. The
altar is decorated with the crops of that year; a horse made of water rice, a cow
m a d e of vegetables and husk tomatoes hanging from a sacred straw rope.

A

watermelon, cucumbers and eggplants are set out on the altar as an offering to make
our ancestors welcome. O n that night a special dinner is served and eaten. O n the
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following morning, the 14th, getting up before sunrise people go to their family
graves to offer chopped vegetables and sticks of incense. Also on that night the
Bon Festival dance and a movie show are held. The next day, on the night of the
15th, the head of a family goes to the temple to return the departed souls of his
ancestors. Finally on the last day, the morning of the 16th, the decorations in the
family Buddhist altar are thrown into the river. Thus the Bon Festival finishes.
My grandfather, my sister and I, wearing yukata and geta, went to the
temple. We were all carrying a lantern each, my sister and I carrying
small lanterns especially for children. We arrived at our family grave
behind the temple. The graves in those days were not crematory or for
underground burial. Round graves piled up with sand were arranged in a
crowded fashion in the graveyard surrounded by bamboo trees.
Vegetables and foods were already offered infrontof each grave and
smoke from the sticks of incense wafted around.
We prayed with folded hands in front of our grave and turned around on
the spot. Then we had to carry our ancestors, so we put one hand
around each others backs, before walking in this procession like fashion.
This gesture, where I had to pretend to carry an invisible object on my
back, made me feel shy and awkward, because I thought it to be a
superstitious, old-fashioned custom. That idea might have been related
to my enrolment in primary schools. Since I entered school I began to
believe that all traditions including our customs were meaningless
conventions and therefore unscientific. However, although I did not
believe in the existence of the soul, I was also interested in the gesture
because even adults were playing this gesture game.

I might have

believed in its existence unconsciously. In any case, it is certain that I
enjoyed carrying my ancestors on my back, even though I felt shy.
After we had guided the souls of our ancestors to the altar in my house,
we washed our hands with salt to purify ourselves, and then we had
dinner in a big tatami room instead of the kitchen as usual. There was a
TV in the tatami room and so we could have dinner while watching it.
Special menus such as sashimi and sushi were served. We talked about
our dead father. We watched professional baseball on TV.

My

grandfather and eldest brother drank sake, and I ate much more than
usual. I was so happy.
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Then I happened tofinda big moth on the shoji, a sliding paper door,
behind the TV. The moth had not moved for a long time. I tried to drive
it away by uchiwa because I though it weird at the dinner time, and just
then my mother, noticing my action, said unexpectedly, "Don't do it.
Dad has come back." I did not understand what she meant. "That moth
might be Dad," she continued. My mother thought her husband might
have come back as a moth. I stopped, although I thought, "What a stupid
idea." I kept watching it momentarily because her words weighed on my
mind. The moth did not show any indication of wanting to move away.
The next morning when I woke up, I went to the tatami room to see the
moth. I could notfindit anywhere in the room.

Now I am recollecting this story happily. Even now I do not believe that an ance
metamorphosed as an animal or an insect, to return to his or her house during the
Bon Festival. However, I completely accept our ancestor's imagination. W e
sometimes have to imagine such a story, so that w e feel a close proximity with our
ancestors or the living creatures closer to us. W e once would have thought that
story to be quite natural, however, such feelings are about to disappear everywhere
in contemporary Japan, although the functions themselves have remained. I really
feel sad about this situation.
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III. J U N I O R H I G H S C H O O L

YEARS

Japan's high economic growth, which began from the special procurement boom in
the Korean War, reached its first peak with the Tokyo Olympics in 1964. The
Japanese economy, which overcame the temporary recession after the Olympics,
fired again with further expansion of domestic consumption and export. A T V set, a
refrigerator and a washing machine, called "the Three Sacred Treasures," were
spread to most families. The mass media made much propaganda of the new aims, a
colour T V , an air conditioner and a car, to whip up people's desire. As a result,
people continued the pursuit of endless wealth.

I entered junior high school in the year of the Tokyo Olympics. My enthusia
Westernised urban culture escalated further. I greased m y hair and wore blue jeans
which was something rare in our district then. At the same time, reaching
adolescence, I began to feel a shaking inside myself, but I could not yet understand
the cause of this shaking, so that I gradually began to love solitude.
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1. W h o A m I?
W e desperately pedalled bicycles home after school. W e , having reached
adolescence, naturally took an interest in the sexual, but, being twelve, did not have
the courage to buy an erotic book or to see an erotic movie. Therefore the most we
could expect was to see a pin-up taken from a weekly magazine, or to look at a
poster of an erotic movie somebody had torn off. A T V program called The Film
Classic was one of the targets of our sexual interest. This program broadcast two
films a week, that is the same foreign film classic repeated three times a week.
Therefore the program itself was not an erotic program. Our initial interest in those
movies was an erotic one. From an impure motive I began watching the program
eagerly. Nevertheless it planted seeds for what grew into an appreciation of cinema.
I had used to prefer westerns or action films, however I experienced a glimpse of
cinema as an art form through the films shown on this program, for example

Quatorze Juillet by Rene Clair, Les Enfants du Paradis by Marcel Carne, French
Can by Jean Renoir and so on. Of course they bored me, nevertheless they left an
unexplainable relish in a corner of my mind.
One day when I turned on a TV set after school, an impressive scene
front of the TV. On the T V Brigitte Bardot was walking along the shore of a river,
and then she laid herself down on the grass and unbuttoned her blouse to expose her
white breasts to the sun. I fixed my eyes on the T V in surprise, because I had never
seen such a scene until then. I cannot remember any other scene of that movie. I
have forgotten its title as well. Only Brigitte Bardot's white breasts have remained
in m y memory. It must have been stimulating for the twelve year old boy.
The next day I told my classmates about it. They, of course, took a
what I had seen. Fortunately we could see it again because the movie was repeated
three times. W e desperately pedalled our bicycles home after school. W e all
watched it in m y house, because nobody was there except us that day. It is
unnecessary to say that we shouted "Wow!" while watching that scene.
Since then if one of us found "a good scene" that is a scene, where
naked girl, we would watch the recommended movie at somebody's house the
following day. Such days probably continued for about half a year. The movies
shown during those days were mostly fifties movies from America, France and
Italy. I remember clearly the glamorous bodies of actresses, such as Jane Russell,
Marilyn Monroe, Francoise Arnoul, Mylene Demongeot, Sophia Loren, Silvana
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Mangano and so on. Their bodies were more voluptuous than Japanese women's. I
felt their sexuality came from a power rather than a beauty.
Becoming tired of such things gradually, those secret meetings had wound down
naturally. Eventually w e must have thought it childish. From almost that point in
time, I sometimes began to go fishing along to the river. In the afternoons after a
term exam for example, I watched the float of m y fishing line alone instead of
playing baseball or going to a movie with friends. I began to sometimes feel an
unexplainable sense of separateness from m y classmates in the school. At thattimeI
was at a loss to explain what was happening to me. I could never find the cause of
it. W h a t I realised was only that I had begun to feel uncomfortable in wanting.
I loved just watching the float on the surface of the water glittering with the
reflection of sunshine. I did not really want any fish. I loved sitting there alone.
The fishing must have been a mere pretext for being alone.
Water skippers skate around the wiggling float. A fish sparkles in the
water when hit by sunshine. Nothing overtly dramatic happens. Only
time goes by. In the bosom of the doze my mind wanders in the water.
Stroked by the slow-moving water, the weeds are wavering. The fish
are swimming

about for food among

the weeds.

The mussels are

sticking out their faces from the bottom of the river.
The passage of time is never noticed until the sun gets low. A feeling of
floating comes unexpectedly at such a time. Such moments represent a
curious ambivalence, where one feels totally satisfied that something is
missing.
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2 . Learning English
From junior high school w e began learning English. W e were all looking forward
to it, and all of us were pleased to stand at the same starting line. The charm of
learning English for m e was after all the charm of America or the charm of the
Beatles. Although w e could opt for French, German or Chinese, every school
imposed only English on all students. English w a s in fact an optional subject,
however I did not have the means of knowing this.

I saw Jack and Betty carrying their books fastened with a book belt in the textbo
I thought, "This is so smart." I looked for a belt here, there and everywhere. At
last I found it in a shop in Chiba city. I fastened a few textbooks and carried it with
a school bag, where I had put the rest of m y books. After all I only carried it for
show.
The aim of the English education we were given was firstly to read English
correctly and secondly to write it correctly. Speaking and hearing were practically
non-existent, therefore w e always repeated a certain word, read the textbook first,
translated it into Japanese second and learnt the grammar third.
This basically related to the path of Japanese modernisation. Because
modernisation meant Westernisation and Westernisation meant industrialisation, the
introduction of Western knowledge and technology took priority over all others.
T o introduce Western knowledge, the skill for reading the original text was
demanded. Therefore the Japanese had to study English, which was the most
dominant language in the world. At that time for Japan "import" was urgent but
"export" w a s not given attention. Because "import" is passive, one must
understand the "other". O n the other hand, because "export" is positive, one must
m a k e the "other" understand oneself. Therefore reading was more important than
speaking. This tendency was particularly conspicuous in University, where
reading original texts was a necessary feature of university studies. It was
unavoidable that high school and junior high school were forced to lay the
foundation.
After all this I gradually lost my interest in English thanks to teaching, where
reading and grammar were given priority. Although I still had a great interest in
American or European culture, I was getting tired of the content of textbooks,
which described without reality that "Jack and Betty cut the grass in their garden,"
or "They took a walk with their dog," and so on. Therefore I c a m e to study
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English reluctantly like the other subjects. Besides, because English study forced
m e to endure cramming and repetition, m y hatred of English became twice as
strong.
I still feel angry about the English education forced on us in Junior High School.
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3.

Sleepwalking and the Art Prize

In Autumn, at the age of fourteen, I found it hard to fall asleep at night, so I u
read books in bed. Although I could fall asleep relatively soon, while reading a
movie or car magazine, gradually it became harder to sleep. Finally I began to
spend all night without sleeping. The following day I felt m y brain to be muddled
in school. Accordingly I could not concentrate on studying. I think at this point it
might have been insomnia, which had a specific reason, but all I could do was to
find some books to read in bed to solve the situation.
There were not many books to read in my house, because my family were not book
lovers, except for m y father. In the storeroom a large number of his books were
piled up mountainously, so I rummaged in the heap of books to get a substitute for
sleeping tablets. At first I hunted for the gossip items in weekly magazines.
Having read all gossip items, I began hunting for novels. Most of them were too
difficult for m e to read. Ironically, those were the very best things I needed to help
m e to fall asleep, nonetheless m y sleeplessness was too persistent to improve.

One night at this time I read L'Enfer by Henri Barbusse, which I found in the pile
of m y father's books. I did not have any specific reason to begin reading it, only
that I w a s attracted by its title, "Hell". I have forgotten details of the story, in
which a young m a n observes the behaviour of people in the next room through a
hole in the wall of a hotel room. Because the act of the protagonist, peeping into
the next room, stimulated m y curiosity, I was absorbed in that novel. While I went
on reading I found some underlines and notes by m y father in the book, which
interested m e so much. " W h y did Dad underline here?" or " W h y did Dad think in
such a w a y ? " M y imagination was endless. I questioned m y father a lot and,
although he never replied directly, I could imagine his response. I then explicitly
realised that m y father had become m u c h closer to m e than before. From the next
day in the storeroom, I looked for all the books with underlines and notes inside. I
did not find as m a n y books as I expected, so I brought them to m y bedside.
I returned to myself one night hearing my grandfather's voice asking, "What are
you doing, Norio?" Surprised, I found myself standing in front of a wardrobe in
the bedroom, which m y mother and father used to use. I was staring strangely at
the top of the wardrobe. I was walking like a sleepwalker. Fortunately or
unfortunately nobody had discovered m y sleepwalking except in this particular
case. I was very anxious about losing m y m e m o r y during m y sleepwalking, so
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n o w rather than being worried about not being able to sleep, I began fearing falling
asleep.
My favourite book I read at this time was A Descent into the Maelstrom by Edgar
Allan Poe. It was the story of a survivor from the Maelstrom; a gigantic whirlpool, in which a world inside the whirl-pool was described imaginatively. I was so
fascinated with this inner world, having never seen it. It seemed to c o m e from m y
inclination for "another world" as well as the above-mentioned under-water world.
One autumn day my school held a sketch meeting at Choshi fishing port, the
biggest fishing port in m y prefecture. Although I was usually very fond of
sketching, at the time I participated in it reluctantly, because I was in the middle of a
period of sleeplessness. I ran m y brush on a drawing paper automatically by
following the objects in m y view, where a large number of people were working
busily on the ship and wharf. Colours on m y drawing paper were darkish and
brushstrokes were very rough. I could not satisfy myself with m y painting, so I
asked an art teacher to give m e another piece of paper to paint again. After taking a
look at m y painting, the teacher said "Well done. G o on painting." I started
painting again.

I thought nothing.

I sensed nothing.

M y brush m o v e d

automatically regardless of m y will, because m y brain was so muddled. I finished
it desperately as if to say, " D o your worst!"
A few weeks later, I noticed my painting had won a special prize in an art
competition. I felt strange rather than pleased, because it seemed to be m y worst
painting to m e . " W h y did they give it a good mark?" I wondered.
Several days after this, my art teacher took me to the awards ceremony. I was
given a testimonial and a set of watercolours as a prize, and then w e went into the
exhibition gallery. A huge number of paintings were exhibited on the wall in three
rooms. I looked for m y painting, and couldn'tfindit in the first and second room.
A n d then as soon as I set foot into the last room, I suddenly came to a stand-still
there. I found m y painting just in front of m e , as if it were spotlighted. I intuited
that the painting was exactly myself—I felt it to represent the very state I was stuck
in, its rough brush-strokes or darkish colours representing myself. I realised for
the first time that a painting can represent the mental state of the painter himself or
herself, therefore every single painting can be thought of as equivalent to a form of
self-portrait.
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4. I A m a Slaughterman
I have another strong m e m o r y never to be forgotten from m y junior high school
years. T h e m e m o r y is of the time that I killed a chicken and then ate it. This
incident also seemed to affect m y sleeplessness. In those days I became nervous
about m y meat eating, although I could not definitely recall its beginning. I
suppose that a sense of cruelty developed in m y mind through m y catching and
eating fish, or watching adults kill their chickens and pigs.
In my village, people sometimes killed their animals, which they had bred to sell
their meat and eggs. M y village people hardly ate meat, except on special days such
as the Bon Festival or N e w Year's Day. In such a case an animal, which was taken
m u c h care of until the day before, was killed and served on the table. Feeding
animals was the children's role, so when a chicken loved by m e until the day before
was served on the table, it was impossible for a child to be indifferent. However, I
could not stop eating meat, because I had a keen appetite as a growing child, even
though I did not want to kill any animals. Even though w e could become
vegetarian, it was no different from taking their lives. After all w e cannot survive
without eating something. I was confronted with the reality of life, for us "eating,"
that is, "living" is nothing but "taking other lives". Moreover I thought "I enjoy
meat on a dish, but I don't want so see any animal killed. That's asking too much.
I must be able to kill and eat animals without any confusion, otherwise I must eat
them being fully conscious of this sin," I finally concluded.
I suppose it was just before New Year's Day. I found my grandfather boiling
water in a cauldron. I asked him "What are you doing, Grandpa?" H e said he
would kill a chicken for N e w Year's Day. I said, "I want to kill it by myself. C a n
you help m e do it?" "Of course I will. A m a n must be able to do anything," he
answered.
Following his instructions, I caught and brought one chicken from a cage. I had to
wring the chicken's neck to kill it instantly. However, although I had done this, the
chicken would not die. Therefore I tied its legs and hung it on a bar, and tried to
cut the neck with a kitchen knife, but the chicken kicked and struggled, crying with
pain, bleeding from the neck I had injured. Being frightened, I thought, "I must get
rid of its pain as soon as possible." I immediately brought pruning shears and tried
to cut the neck again, but because the shears were not sharp, I could not do it well.
At that time all I was thinking was, "I must cut off the neck somehow. That's the
best w a y to set the chicken free from the pain." I took a kitchen knife again and
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tried cutting it with all m y strength. At last the head was removed from its body,
nonetheless the body without a neck was still wriggling. The only thing I could do
was wait for it to stop bleeding, so I left there as if to run away. I already regretted
what I had tried to do. I wanted to stop the painful job if I could. However, once I
had m a d e up m y mind, I had to stick to the job to the last, so I stirred myself up
again.

After the bleeding finished, I soaked the body in boiling water and then plucked t
fowl in it. I felt m u c h relieved when I faced the naked body, because it looked the
same as a chicken in a butcher's shop. But it was just a passing thought, as I had
to take the guts out of the body. I did not k n o w anything about what to do, so I
asked m y grandfather for help. H e took the guts out and removed the flesh from
the bone. If things had c o m e to this pass, the rest was so easy. The "object" I was
facing was not even a hen but a mere lump of meat, that is "food". The sense of
cruelty had left m e and a strong appetite had come. I dished it up thinking, "This is
good for teriyaki. That is good for soup."

Being satisfied with completing the hard job, I planned to eat it as yakitori (chi
shish kebab, Japanese style), all by myself. I took the very fresh meat on bamboo
spits and added a few drops of soy sauce to them. W h e n I started grilling them,
they gave out a good smell and sound. M y appetite cleared the cruelty of m y
slaughter.

I took a bite of grilled yakitori. As soon as the juice spread out in my mouth, the
face of the chicken that I killed flashed up in m y head. I felt that the piece of meat
was nothing but a part of the hen. I was about to spit it out reflectively, but I
desperately tried to swallow it at one gulp, because I thought, "If I spit it out now, I
will never eat meat again in m y life." Stroking the inside of m y gullet, the piece of
meat slipped d o w n so slowly towards m y stomach.

That night torimeshi (boiled rice with chicken) was served on the table in my house
All the family members looked lively in front of the special menu. I picked all the
pieces of chicken meat from m y bowl and gave them to m y sister.
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IV. HIGH SCHOOL YEARS
In the midst of a period of high economic growth, Japanese society had moved into
"the political season".
Japan, which had been pursuing a better standard of living, began to expose its
contradictions, such as the pollution problems, which came from the strain of this
high economic growth. The intensification of the ordeal of examination came from
the diplomacy of Japanese society or the deception of Japan's pacifism associated
with the Vietnam War.
On the other hand, the young began to make objections openly against such
contradictions. This youth movement was connecting with the anti-Vietnam war
movement in America, the M a y Revolution in Paris and the Cultural Revolution in
China. Most universities in Japan were barricaded by students and streets were
occupied by demonstrators.
In such a political season, 1967,1 entered high school.
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1. Running in the Forest
The high school I entered was located between Chiba and Tokyo, which was so
urban. W e could not choose which primary or junior high school w e attended,
unless w e chose private schools, because schooling at these levels is compulsory.
O n the other hand, at high school level, w e could choose for ourselves but had to
pass an examination to enter. I judged the school of m y choice by h o w close it was
to Tokyo, because I wanted to get as close to the city as I possibly could.
During my high school years my city-orientation reached a peak. I went to Tokyo
with m y girl friend wearing fashionable clothes. I went to see a motor race with m y
brother. I formed a folk band which copied "Peter, Paul and Mary" and held a
concert. I obtained a driver's licence and took a one-day drive with m y girl friend.
"I'm not a bumpkin any more," I sang m y o w n praises.

In my first year of high school, at the age of sixteen, I practiced table tennis a
activities. Practice in m y high school was much harder than the junior high school.
I sometimes ran around m y house in the evening. O n e day I chose a rugged path
because I felt dissatisfied with a plain course as usual. I ran through a path from
the backyard of m y house to a forest. At the end of a row of houses I reached a
steep hill. W h e n I had finished running up the hill quite out of breath, I came out
onto a wheat field. The wheat, just going to seed, emitted a strong scent, and as I
ran through the tunnel of green scent, I felt drops of sweat running down m y back.
Passing through the wheat field, I reached a forest. I was swallowed up in the
forest. I felt relieved without reason. Running up and d o w n for a while in this
deep forest, I saw ahead a stairway under a torii arch. There was a small shrine on
top of the stairway. I thought I would take a break after running up the stairway. I
put on afinalspurt. I ran up the stairway, carefully watching m y step as it was
dusk. W h e n I ran into the pale light of the shrine, I was bathed in perspiration. I
plumped myself onto a stone called the "bull stone" beside an offertory box. It was
a large round stone, which weighed over a hundred kilograms, as is traditional. In
m y childhood I had been told by m y grandfather, "If a m a n can't lift this stone up,
he doesn't deserve to be a man." W h e n I asked him, "Have you lifted this up?" he
only smiled at m e without any words.
The cool of the stone went through my whole body from the hip and legs. This
shrine was sacred to a guardian god called Obosuna-sama.

Trees, hundreds of

years old surrounded the small Shinto shrine. It was a very quiet place except on
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N e w Year's D a y and a few fete days. Because I loved its quietness, I chose this
spot as the turning point of m y running course. While I waited for the sweat to
dry, the sun set completely. The stars were already shining in the sky, peeping
through a hole surrounded by the big old trees. It was so quiet that I could not hear
any sound except the hoot of an owl. Although I felt myself completely alone, I
didn't feel lonely. Rather I felt inexplicably happy.

I clearly remember my feeling at that time. I was so happy, as if I was a baby bein
held in the bosom of Nature. The night sky, watching through a hole of old trees,
was just like a cosmic mother, w h o held the forest including myself. Although I
had c o m m u n e d with nature from m y childhood, I had s o m e h o w disliked it in a
conscious way. I, until then, had thought that a street flooded with neon light was
more beautiful than a red soil path in the green forest. However, at this point I
definitely came to realise that only m y head had preferred them. Both m y body and
soul had actually preferred a red path in the green forest. M y real mind was always
playing in the bosom of Nature.
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2 . Seeing a Movie in T o k y o
O n a summer day in m y second year of high school, I went to Tokyo with m y girl
friend to see a movie. I chose to go to Tokyo although there were several movie
theatres in Chiba, because I thought that having a date in Tokyo itself was smart.
"Smart or not smart," was very important to m e at that time. W e chose The
Graduate directed by Mike Nichols, whose sound track by Simon and Garfunkel
had become a great hit at that time, besides its dramatic last scene had a great
reputation.
Having plenty of time before the next screening, we had lunch nearby. We entered
a small restaurant. T o be honest, I wanted to have Chinese noodles and meat
dumplings, but I thought it was not "smart" while having a date. M y knowledge,
gained from a weekly magazine, told m e that a couple should always have a meal in
a French restaurant, but I did not want to use a knife and fork. Therefore I thought
I would eat curry and rice with a spoon. In those days w e young people thought
that Spaghetti was smarter than Japanese noodles; curry and rice was smarter than
tendon (rice with tempura); a pizza was smarter than okonomiyaki (meat, seafood
and vegetable pancake). In a word, w e preferred Western food to Japanese food.
However, what w e preferred was only its style not its taste.
A waitress came to take our orders. We both ordered curry and rice. For the
Japanese, curry and rice was one of the most popular Western foods, specially,
because an easy-cooking curry roux, which was sold in the post-war period, had
become a favourite with children. W e thought of curry as a Western food although
it was Indian food originally, because it was introduced to us via England. Besides
the taste was modified for the Japanese. Moreover, because w e could eat curry and
rice with only a spoon, Japanese people looked on it as the best Western food.
After the movie we went to Shinjuku, which was called "a town for the young" at
that time. The streets were alive with young people. Shinjuku was also a place for
dispatch of the so-called counterculture. There were cafes for artists or hippies,
live-houses, underground-theatres and so on around there. W h a t interested m e
especially were the people called "folk guerrillas" w h o gathered at the Shinjuku
station every Saturday. They, w h o were influenced by anti-war folk singers, such
as Pete Seeger, Joan Baez, and Bob Dylan, sang protest songs with a guitar. W h e n
I saw such a scene on T V , I was very interested in their behaviour. I thought "I
want to sing like them. I want to express myself like them." "Something begins
changing." Ifilledwith emotion in front of the T V .
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W h e n m y girl friend and I arrived at the station square, the "meeting" had already
begun. In the centre, several people were singing the universal protest song, We
Shall Overcome

and a crowd of people surrounding them were also singing

together. W e mixed with the crowd.
When people started singing a well-known phrase "A dawn is not far away, my
friends," which was the most popular Japanese protest song,—"Tramp-tramp,
tramp-tramp"—I heard such a weird sound. A group of riot police stood in a row,
when I turned m y face to the sound, and just then one of the riot police shouted
through a microphone, " M o v e away from here immediately! This place is not a
square but a passageway. Otherwise w e will arrest you." People were shouting,
"Get out, police! Get out, police!" A n d then the riot police edged up to us. A s last
the singing group in the centre started moving but they were still singing while
walking. They intended to continue "the meeting" with walking because the police
forced them to move. At the same time the police edged up to us again. This pushand-shove continued for a while, and I found people around us getting excited as
the movement of the riot got more violent.
Gradually the anger towards the police surged up within me as well. "Folk
Guerrillas" was started originally by a small group w h o sang protest songs against
the Vietnam War. Participants increased gradually every Saturday evening. The
police became nervous of that "meeting" because of its upsurge. They looked for a
pretext in order to break up the spontaneous meeting. After considering all the
pretexts they drew one out from the Road Traffic Act. The place in which people
were singing was officially registered as a passageway not a square, therefore the
police could remove the "meeting" as an obstacle to the traffic.
The surroundings were thrown into an uproar. I found my girl friend was scared,
so I thought it best to leave and go home.
The next morning I read in the paper that a few people were arrested in the
"meeting" that night. I was relieved that w e had left earlier.
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3 , A Political Season
The experience in Shinjuku station influenced m y view of social issues. "What is
the Vietnam W a r ? " I was rapidly awakened to political issues. At that time, in the
late sixties, student riots were rising in most of the universities in Japan. At first
the students demanded a democratisation of universities or opposed the raising of
tuition fees, however it had gradually changed from a campus issue into a political
issue.
I was very concerned about one of their slogans, "Break up the university!" which
was originally advocated by the students of Tokyo University. The most radical
students of Tokyo University held a main lecture building by barricading it. A s a
result the entrance examination of that year, 1969, was cancelled. While I was
watching the offensive and defensive battle in that building on T V , I pondered on
the reasons for this action. They, w h o were survivors from the severest
competition in school, were demanding the break up of their university which
meant denying themselves as students. Their idea was s u m m e d up as follows,
"Japanese society is a typical society, for the weak become the victim of the
strong." In other words it is formed by a hierarchy, of which the highly educated
minority rule over the poorly educated majority. Tokyo University is in practice a
nursery of the elite as the strong w h o belong at the top of the hierarchy. In fact the
graduates from the first-ranked universities, with Tokyo University at the top,
monopolise the top seats as politicians, bureaucrats and executives. They, w h o
denied the ruling of the weak by the strong, insisted that they must break up Tokyo
University to deny themselves a symbol of such hierarchy.
Being about to prepare for the entrance examination of a university, I was shocked
by this idea. I had been yearning for a modern life in a big city. I had been
disliking m y h o m e village because of its feudalistic mentality. I had been thinking
myself not to be a farmer or a blue collar worker. I did not have any suspicion
about m y hope, and even m y family supported it. However I felt m y hope
gradually fading. "Everybody wants to be wealthy, therefore everybody wants to
get a job in a big company, therefore everybody wants to enter a first-ranked
university, therefore everybody has to survive an elimination g a m e until he or she
can enter a good university. The winner can get a better position. The loser
reluctantly takes a worse position"—and here I was preparing to enter such a firstranked university. Besides most of the first-ranked universities are run by a tax
from people including the losers. "After all m y happiness is achieved by sacrificing
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someone," I thought. I had to solve this contradiction. It was an extremely
difficult question for m e at that time.
However the slogan, "Break up the university!" had no reality, I thought. They
had no thought of the consequences after this breaking up of the university. Also I
did not relish the prospect of communism like a Marxist. I really had no trust in
these people w h o passionately talked about a revolution. I also thought that a
h u m a n revolution must precede a social revolution. Although I did not deny the
concept of a social revolution, I did not believe human consciousness would be
changed by it. M y conclusion at that point was that the last enemy of human beings
was their egoism. W e could not overthrow that enemy merely by a social
revolution. I felt that the best way to bring about change in h u m a n thought and
behaviour was by education. A s a result 1 made up m y mind to become a school
teacher.
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V. UNIVERSITY YEARS
1. The Days of Wandering
The student movement rapidly began declining from its peak of 1970, when the
Japanese Government r a m m e d the revision of the Japan-US Security Treaty
through the Diet. I entered university in 1971, when the campus had regained its
calm, except for violent internal strife among student leftists. Released from the
ordeal of examinations, I was looking for something to live for.
I entered the university to become an art teacher from the outset. I did not want to
become a professional artist. I thought everybody, w h o could express themselves,
was naturally an artist. I thought seriously that an artist would be corrupted by
becoming professional. All professional artists I had k n o w n were persons w h o
m a d e themselves too conspicuous or w h o could sell themselves diplomatically. I
thought there were few artists w h o sincerely pursued their o w n art. I can see
clearly now, that as a young idealist, I was inclined to pursue an ideal to extremes,
or to jump to a conclusion without fully considering all the issues. I regarded a
compromising attitude as a defeat at that time, therefore I got angry, or was irritated
and disappointed in reality. Until just a while before this time, young people were
passionately talking about the future, politics and arts. At that time as a high school
student I had felt "with the skin" that things were changing. I thought that even if I
had to spend all m y time there preparing for an examination, I would be able to do
anything I really wanted to do in a university. However the university I entered had
already become conservative. The campus had become a monotonous place, in
which both teachers and students only handled their schedules and didn't become
involved in other activities or causes.
In such circumstances I was at a loss about where to go. I was looking for
something exciting to do on the one hand and I was sobering up to everything on
the other. Although I sought for what I wanted to concentrate on, I think I really
feared getting too close to it. After all I cannot specify what was important to m e ,
when I reflect on those days. However I never idled those days away. I took
classes, I drew and painted a lot, read plenty of books and I travelled all over
Japan. I joined political meetings and demonstrations. I saw plenty of movies and
sometimes went to rock concerts, and I also discussed things with friends all night
while drinking sake. Nevertheless I felt at that point, "I have experienced things
only in outline." Except for meeting m y wife, the only experiences which were
meaningful for m e , came from a variety of jobs, which I worked to meet school and
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recreation expenses. The working experience ironically influenced m y later life far
more than university itself.
A world I had known well was, as I mentioned before, a world centred around my
h o m e village and village people. Since I went to high school, I gradually gained
more friends from the city, or middle class families. University friends were also
mostly from middle class families. People I made contact with, except for students,
were teachers or university staff. After all, those were relatively homogeneous
societies. However, people I c a m e across through working were very different
from the people at university. They treated m e differently, knowing I was a
university student. At that time there were far fewer university students than today,
so their attitudes were based on complex feelings including envy and contempt.
Starting from road construction work, I moved on to working in a small factory,
decoration work for a department store, dismantling a bowling alley, an advertising
job for a professional basketball contest, an assistant for a land surveyfirm,a night
watchman, a delivery person of horse-racing newspapers, replacement of electric
wiring, an assistant to a stall owner, a tutor and so o n — I worked in a variety of
jobs. I experienced those various worlds for the first time. For example, young
workers in a factory, in which farming appliances were manufactured, were mostly
junior high school graduates w h o went to a night high school. They not only
worked hard for low wages but also studied hard at night. O n the other hand I was
there earning m y holiday expenses, and m y wage was higher than theirs.
I met migratory workers through one job. The work was the replacement of electric
wires in a large building, where the old wires were regularly replaced to avoid
electrical leakage. W e had to carry out this job in the ceiling. Professional workers
I met there had c o m e from all over Japan for this job, which involved danger. Most
of the wires were cut off from the electric current, nonetheless a few wires were
occasionally alive. W e part-time workers were taught to k n o w the live wires by
these professionals. They, however, told us that even they sometimes brought
about an accident through carelessness. " A skilled worker must find live wires by
intuition. H e can hear the sound of electric current," they told us. I, of course,
could not hear it. They also could sleep easily any time and anywhere. They slept
on a cold floor even in a ten minute break. A s this work had to be finished in a
limited time, in some cases they worked night and day with only short breaks,
therefore they had to sleep anytime and anywhere to take rest.
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Besides these workers, I met a variety of people I would never have met if I had not
been employed for such jobs. I think I was very happy to meet them and have them
become part of m y life. That experience has broadened and deepened m y view of
people and society. I must never forget that every single person lives their o w n life
with all their might, everywhere all over the world. Ifirstlearned this through that
wide variety of jobs and the people I met. M y sense of individual relativism,
developed from that time, has continued to be the central core of m y life and forms
the basis of this present search for personal identity as the spiritual bricoleur.
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2. Graduation Work
During m y university days I was particularly influenced by three artists, Vincent
V a n Gogh, Egon Schiele and Francis Bacon.
I was always concerned about an external world which was associated with social
issues or political issues on the one hand, and I was also concerned about m y o w n
internal world on the other. This is connected with m y questioning or anxiety,
which I had been feeling from m y childhood, "Can I really stay here?"
I suppose this feeling might be linked with my make-up. As I mentioned earlier, I
was born as the sixth and youngest child following four sons and one daughter.
According to m y mother's talk, m y father and mother wanted to have a daughter
after having their first son, w h o was a successor for our house. Nonetheless their
children were all sons until the fourth, and finally they had a long-awaited daughter
as afifthchild. They, especially m y father, were so pleased to have a daughter. So
now, although they did not need any more children, m y mother became pregnant.
She had an abortion in hospital, but the next year she became pregnant again. This
time a doctor refused her an abortion because of her body's health. A s a result I
came into the world. Therefore I was "logically" thought of as an unwelcome
baby. I wondered whether this story affected m y subconscious or unconscious.
M y family told m e they all loved m e as a youngest child more than the others. I
also do not have any clear negative m e m o r y about their attitudes. Nonetheless, on
the other hand, I actually have been holding within m e the question, "Can I really
stay here?" I must presume than an accumulation of some trivial matters affected
m y subconscious in childhood.
Being connected with this story, I considered Van Gogh's self-portraits. As I
mentioned before, he had been m y favourite artist since m y childhood. I had been
wondering w h y he produced such a large number of self-portraits and through m y
reading of his biography or a collection of his letters, I could understand his
paintings and psychology. His first name, Vincent, was originally given to his
dead brother and he always hovered between ambivalent feelings: for example,
overconfidence and a feeling of inferiority, a humanitarian ideal and the actual
situation, and his trust and distrust of his brother Theo. Such an ambivalence as his
particularly attracted m e in those days. The subject matter of his art through his
whole life came from "himself. For him the "self' was not only an ally but also an
enemy. I think I have learnt m y concepts of the self-portrait from him.
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I also loved the work of Schiele and Bacon. In those days I was influenced by
existentialism, especially by the literature of Sartre and Kafka. M y favourite novel
was Sartre's Nausea.

M y reading habits were so capricious and I could not read

books patiently or systematically. The reason I read Sartre or Kafka was that their
sentiments coincided with m y psychological state at that time. However this does
not mean that I totally understood existentialism or Sartre's philosophy. I could not
specify where m y sense of heterogeneity to m y surroundings came from, or that I
felt m y sense of reality did not harmonise with what society required of m e . I
suppose m y sentiment responded to their novels. Since then I started to become
obviously conscious of, " W h o a m I?" as a main subject for m y thought including
m y art work.
I felt the paintings of Schiele or Bacon to be a pictorial interpretation of Sartre
Kafka. I w a s surprised that one picture could represent the same or more quality
and quantity then the contents of a whole book. A line and colour of a h u m a n body
by Schiele represented both vulnerability and the strain of existence in h u m a n
relations. I also felt that I discovered m y true self in the distorted h u m a n figures of
Bacon and in the tense world of his colours.
In my fourth year at university I wanted to paint a picture like Schiele or Bacon as
m y graduation work, however, unlikethem I did not have m y o w n style. I decided
to connect the subject to the visible style. W h a t I had been wanting to k n o w was
myself, and it had been weighing on m y mind for a long time. I realised that at the
very time I w a s expected to conclude m y work, something n e w had just begun.
After thinking a lot, I decided to look at myself thoroughly. I expected I could
discover something through m y action of carefully observing myself. Therefore I
took a style of extreme realism, so called hyper-realism, and painted three selfportraits as large as life, one large self-portrait of just a close-up of m y face, and as
a three-dimensional work, I made five aluminium plates shaped into m y figure. All
works were self-portraits. I had been gazing at myself in a mirror for eight months.
A n intensive self-observation and its representation, I immersed m y self in that
repetition. I deconstructed myself, while looking into a mirror, and reconstructed
myself, while looking into a canvas. W h e n that repetition became nearly habitual,
m y work w a s completed.

I felt something was finished, although I did not clearly understand that something.
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3 . Starting out
After all, what had I been thinking about? I must have been thinking about
fundamental questions, which could never be solved if I stood still to think—"What
is art?" "What is education?" "What is art education?" and " W h o a m I?" I thought
"I shall be able to locate myself in a society, w h e n I can find the answers of those
questions." In the first place, I was groping after the ideal relation between an
individual and society, which was too difficult to solve for a young student. I
might have been doubting and overcautious. I could not believe any religion, or
dogma, such as, " C o m m u n i s m emancipates humanity!" or, "The absolute truth, the
absolute good and the absolute beauty". After all only time had passed while I was
vacillating this w a y or that way. I could not easily grasp the real meaning of art
education, therefore I feared to go teaching immediately. I was a person w h o could
not go into action before I could completely understand the meaning or validity of
what to do. I needed more time to get an answer. After our graduation, most of
m y friends became art teachers. I continued studying art education as a masters
student for another two years.

After gaining a masters degree, I was employed as an assistant to a professor at the
same university. This job was a kind of apprenticeship. University in post-war
Japan still held a remnant of the apprenticeship system, although it was reformed to
some extent. I was forced to work just like a slave in that hierarchical society. I
also learnt a dark side of academia. People were cheating each other to survive—a
person would nestle close to a powerful m a n to get a little share, or a person would
betray colleagues for his or her o w n success. I learnt that the structural mechanism
in a group society was not driven by rationalism, but by desire and jealousy. M y
colleagues had adjusted themselves to survive in the university, but w h e n the two
year contract expired, I decided to leave.
During that two years, on the other hand, I also lectured in Visual Art Theory in
another college for early childhood education. The students were so varied,
especially the night school students, w h o had a variety of backgrounds. They were
housewives with children, office workers, retired w o m e n and so on. Besides,
there were even a few male students, w h o were rare in those days. I enjoyed
teaching art theory and art history to them. Sometimes m y prepared lecture notes
were far from the students' interests, because they wanted to have very practical
knowledge. Therefore I tried to explain the theoretical matters in plain language.
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However m y theory was not based on m y practice, but rather it came from books
and I was forced to reconsider the relation between theory and practice.
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VI. YEARS AS A FULL-TIME TEACHER
1. Homogeneity and Heterogeneity
I later gained a position as an art teacher in a junior high school attached to a
national university, which had a nationwide reputation for its long and glorious
history. This school was charged with a leading role for all public junior high
schools in Japan in co-operation with the Ministry of Education.
The task for a full-time teacher was beyond my imagination. I had to do various
tasks besides teach art classes. A s one of them, I was in charge of a special class
for students w h o had recently returned from abroad. In the eighties the number of
Japanese businessmen working abroad increased as the Japanese economy became
highly competitive internationally. A s a result, a special education became
necessary for the children of returned businessmen, in order to adapt them to
Japanese school education. In general they ought to have been educated at a public
school in their place of residence, nevertheless a few difficulties c a m e with this.
Thefirstwas in terms of their so-called scholastic abilities. A s a matter of course,
their abilities in the Japanese language and Japanese history were far behind the
others. It deserved a special consideration. Besides this, even their mathematics
and science were behind the others because of the difference of educational
systems. They had to catch up on those studies as quickly as possible, because of
an entrance examination for high school. Their parents were extremely sensitive
about this issue. (To fail an entrance examination means to fail one's life in Japan.)
The second was in terms of a so-called reception set-up. The system or facility was
relatively easy to prepare for, however the problem was extremely complicated in
terms of psychological matters. For example, they were often bullied by the others,
which was mostly not physical but psychological. They were bullied basically
because they could speak English fluently. Therefore, it was a laughing matter that
they sometimes deliberately spoke in poor English.

There is little neutrality in Japanese school bullies. All students, except those bei
bullied, pretend to ignore bullying. This attitude comes from the psychology, "If I
poke m y nose into it, I could be bullied next." The target of the bully is not picked
out for a particular reason. They (the bullying team) want a victim firstly, and next
they trump up the reason, which is, for example, "Shorty, fatty or too smart!" In a
word, the extreme or the different is victimised. Not only inferiority but also
superiority is targeted by them, because it exceeds an average. Mediocrity is a
virtue in Japanese uniform society. After all, both tall and short poppies must be
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chopped. Moreover the sense of the middle-class-oriented Japanese people, is
developing a discriminatory feeling to the weak or to minorities.7 In other words,
every single person intentionally wants to emphasise their difference from the
minority, in order to belong to the majority. A s a conspicuous example, I refer to
the discrimination towards workers from foreign countries, except Western
countries. After all, for a Japanese a show of superiority by somebody is nothing
but the realisation of a sense of inferiority in others. Therefore, to speak English
too fluently becomes the very reason to bully. Moreover, as I mentioned before,
the inferiority complex to Western (white) people spurs them to bully, so although,
they (the bullies) really envy the others (the victims), they feel compelled to bully
them. They would never bully a real English speaker, for example, an exchange
student from America.
On the other hand, the increase of school bullying has been apparently proportional
to the intensification of competition for an entrance examination. Japanese school
children and students always want a w a y to vent their frustration, because they have
been forced to cram in after-school classes from early childhood. A school bully
functions as one of these vents. After all, it is certain that the uniformity and closed
nature of Japanese society lies as the undercurrent of the school bully.
I was surprised that they, the returned students from abroad, were greatly curious
and asserted themselves openly. This meant they had not yet been harmed by
Japanese society and school education. H o w e v e r it became obvious, as they
adapted themselves to Japan, they gradually lost their strength.
Even though the Government was advocating the internationalisation of Japan,
nevertheless it was only fanfare without substance. The most fundamental question
of all, " W h a t is internationalisation for Japan?" had not yet been discussed
sufficiently. T h e internationalisation the Government advocated was also
Westernisation, just as it had been a hundred years ago, therefore there was no
world-wide view of including Asia or Africa in discussion about Japan's
internationalisation. This tendency has not basically changed even now.

According to a survey in 1990, by the Public Information Office in the Prime Minister's
Office, about ninety percent of Japanese think they belong to the middle class.
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2 . A School Teacher or a Teacher of Art
The activity in that first school was beyond my imagination. I was assigned a large
number of tasks, management of school affairs, student guidance, management of
m y o w n class and art classes, and besides this I had to study further art education
methods at the same time.
After a while I realised a big gap existed between my expectation of the role of an
art teacher and the real task assigned. AtfirstI had thought I could use m y time for
painting, except w h e n teaching art classes. I had originally thought all artists must
have a side job for a living in order to keep their works independent from any
external pressure, therefore I had chosen this job and I loved teaching art itself. I
wanted to devote myself to art education, nevertheless all the time I had a large
number of troublesome jobs in addition to teaching art. I was so busy, that I could
not prepare for m y art classes sufficiently and as a result I had no time for m y o w n
art work, which I tried to reconcile with teaching art. I left m y official residence in
Y o k o h a m a at six in the morning and arrived at school at a quarter to eight, and
worked away until six, and returned h o m e at eight in the evening. Such days
continued for ten years.
This kind of working condition is not unusual in Japan, not only for a school
teacher but also for most others. Most Japanese worked hard without uttering any
complaints. All school teachers encouraged their students to work diligently, and
the students c a m e up to their expectations, working for a better life. A s a result
Japan has become one of the richest countries, supported by our tradition of long
working hours.

Year after year, I felt my fatigue gradually accumulate both physically and mentally
Moreover, since 19871 had been assigned a managing task. This duty included the
responsibility for the whole school, which meant m y o w n time decreased further.
W h e n I found it painful to go to school in the morning, I at last began to reconsider
m y future seriously. I had to accept the actual state of things in front of m e , if a
wanted to continue m y job. In other words I had to give up the w a y to being an
artist and identify myself as a school teacher (not an art teacher), or I had to find
another way.
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3. Mid-life Crisis
I began thinking "What do I really want to do? H o w will I live m y o w n life?" At
the middle mile-post of life I asked myself, "What have I ever accomplished? H o w
shall I spend the second half of m y life?"
At that time one phrase from Gauguin seemed to be occupying my mind all the
time, "Where do w e c o m e from? W h a t are w e ? W h e r e are w e going?" I read his
biography and collected letters again. His first visit to Tahiti was at the age of
forty-two—my father's death was at the age of forty-six, and V a n Gogh's suicide
was at the age of thirty-seven. I thought, "I have to draw a conclusion as soon as
possible." However, I was holding off the decision because I constantly had plenty
of things to do one after the other. Doing so, m y anguish was growing greater day
by day. Agonising over this, that or the other, I was looking at the tasks piling up
on the desk. Finally I realised "The time has come!", feeling even m y physical
condition worsen.

Although I resigned from being a teacher, I did not have any particular plan. I onl
had a small amount of savings. Friends and acquaintances were amazed by m y
decision. According to their values, m y type of position was envied by people
generally, therefore it was never thrown in. Besides I was not young enough to restart m y life (I was thirty-eight at that time). Fortunately m y wife understood m y
decision. I began thinking of escape from Japan. A hundred years after Gauguin's
escape from European civilisation to Tahiti at the end of the world, m y mental state
seemed to be not m u c h different from his.
Since early in the eighties I had been concerned about environmental issues. I was
attracted by the " N e w Science" of Ryall Watson or James Lovelock. Originally I
had criticised the feudalistic and Confucian mentality in Japanese society, and had
yearned after Western civilisation. However, confronted with the devastation of the
natural environment, I became sceptical of Western modernism itself. The values I
had believed in, such as material wealth, convenience, efficiency, rationality and so
on seemed to lose their lustre for me. I rode a bicycle while listening to reggae or
African music. I watched videos of whales and dolphins. I meditated with newage music. I healed myself by them, just like a yuppie in Western countries.
Tragically, I even learnt about Buddhism and Eastern philosophy from Western
thinkers. I also learnt about "the savage mind" from Levi-Strauss, and knew the
word "bricolage" in his writing. I rediscovered the values of mythological thinking
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or magical thinking as against scientific thinking or rational thinking from him as a
Western anthropologist.
In those days I met Australian Aboriginal art. I already had some knowledge about
Aboriginal people from the books of Levi-Strauss or Mircea Eliade, but I had never
seen their arts. I went to a national m u s e u m in Osaka, which had the only
collection of Aboriginal art in Japan. I saw the bark paintings there for the first
time. Then I felt so nostalgic. Strangely I felt just as if m y lost m e m o r y had c o m e
back to m y mind. I began to want to go to Australia to see Aboriginal rock
paintings. I was so attracted by primitive arts. I thought that only primitive arts
have natural, cosmic and spiritual power, which w e had already lost. They also
seemed to have a world similar to m y childhood, which was m y world of prememory, before I began yearning for Western civilisation.

I decided to go to Australia where Aboriginal culture existed, and to do what I real
wanted to do.
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EPILOGUE
N o w that I have looked back at m y past, I discover myself swinging between the
East and West, pre-modern and modern or modern and postmodern.
From my earliest recollection I have been yearning for Western culture. However,
until m y high school years "something Japanesey" seemed to remain strongly in m y
body and soul. In other words it was the non-Western, the non-urban and the nonmodern.
Since I began my university years I have seen, listened to, thought and acted
through a Western view. Basically, even m y view of Japanese culture seemed to be
influenced by a Western view. For example m y concern for Indian music was via
the Beatles, Japanese Okinawa music was via R y Cooder and Gamelan music in
Bali was via Steve Reich and Terry Riley. Even the traditional music of Asia or
Japan interested m e through Western musicians. In terms of not only music but
also philosophy I have been influenced by Western thinkers.
This particular problem is not unique to me. So-called intellectuals and novelty
hunters in Japan have vied with others in introducing the latest Western thought.
Therefore I had also studied arts, philosophy, literature and music in line with such
currents but I had never realised it explicitly while in Japan.
For example, the term 'postmodernism' was introduced to Japan with the
appearance from France of Japanese translations of the work of postmodern writers
and philosophers, and the term 'postmodern' immediately became a vogue word.
In Tokyo, it was natural in a sense, because the 'postmodern phenomenon'—the
questioning of modernism—had already appeared there, preceding this formal
introduction. However, different from its exterior, Tokyo has various faces in its
interior. It has not only the modern but also the pre-modern. Moreover such premodernity is even more conspicuous in the provinces. Nevertheless anybody and
everybody latched onto the term 'postmodernism'. W h a t is (was) modernism in
Japan?

This most important and indispensable question—which precedes

postmodernism—still had not been answered.
At this point I discover myself to be multiphasic: pre-modern, modern, postmodern;
East, West; North, South; urban, rural. Various aspects are intermingled in
myself. I also discover those are coexistent rather than antagonistic with each
other. After all I have realised m y personal history has been tracing Japanese
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modern history itself. Since being forced to open the country by America in 1853,
Japan has basically pursued its modernisation of the economy, that is,
industrialisation. The pursuit of material wealth preceded democratisation. Since
industrialisation took priority over all other things, expansion to colonialism and
imperialism was avoidable. Japan's teacher was the West. However in the realms
of colonialism and imperialism Japan's rapacity and atrocity exceeded her teacher.
Finally Japan had ended in failure symbolised by "Hiroshima."
My boyhood until the age of sixteen seemed to trace this pre-war time of Japan. I
had tried to imitate solely the exterior of the West, just like this time of Japan. It
was the "industrialising period for me".
Japan was democratised by America in the post-war period. People had a taste of
freedom and equality for thefirsttime and were awakened to a sense of h u m a n
rights. M y younger days from seventeen to twenty five are equivalent to Japan's
post-war period. I was awakened to social and political issues, and talked about
politics and joined the demonstrations. It was the "democratising period for me".
Since the sixties Japan dashed into the highly economic growth period. However, I
cannot find a period equivalent to this period in m y history. This discovery is very
symbolic for m e . I have kept believing that w e cannot buy our happiness with
money. I have been wanting instead a cultural wealth or mental wealth since m y
university years. I began feeling a sense of incompatibility with the Japanese or
Japan itself. I realised myself to have a different sense of values from the ordinary
Japanese. This, " m y Cold W a r period against Japan," had begun then.
Strangely enough, at the end of 1989, when the end of the Cold War had begun, I
arrived in Australia with m y wife. N o w nearly five years after that, I feel " m y Cold
W a r period against Japan" has ended. However it does not mean m y reconciliation
with Japan. It means that I feel I have freed myself from the illusion or mythology
of nation, ethnicity and race.
This process will be clarified in PART TWO of this documentation through the
analysis of m y work in Australia.
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PART TWO

POSTNATIONAL — POSTCOLONIAL IDENTITY

PROLOGUE
I have recollected m y past in P A R T O N E entitled " M E M O R I E S , D R E A M S ,
REFLECTIONS."

A s a result, m y past has already begun shifting to mere

material, which can elucidate the present self, which means perhaps I a m able to
objectify m y past. However, no matter h o w w e try to objectify our past, w e cannot
do it perfectly. Because our self-identity mostly consists of our past, no matter h o w
w e try to chase our past like a tag-game, w e can never catch it.
I can draw a clear line between my Japanese days and Australian days. The reason
I can create such a division comes not only from the passage of time, but also the
difference of space. In the same w a y as a person, w h o lives in a foreign country
apart from his or her homeland, I have objectified m y "home" country, Japan. That
objectification conducts m e to relativise notions of "country", "nation" and "state".
This relativisation, as a next stage, has developed to the re-examination of collective
values such as race, ethnicity, nationality, religion, family and gender. At the same
time, I have also relativised myself in relation to such collective values. A n d finally
I have reached the stage, where I must reconsider our psychology which makes
such collective values indispensable.
Even in Japan, I had judged I could relativise Japan comparatively more than the
average Japanese. However, n o w I must admit that m y criterion for the
relativisation always came from Western values. Even w h e n viewing Asia or
Africa, m y point of view came via the West, which holds the meaning "progress!".
In other words, I had always viewed countries, regions and cultures "dialectically".
I a m n o w critical of m y past evaluations, because I over-estimated the worth of
"progressiveness". N o w I can confess that I tended to rank all countries or cultures
from the point of view of some notions of their state of progress.
However, I have discovered in Australia that this mistake was not my monopoly.
Most people rank a group they belong to in order of progressiveness. I have
realised it in this country by knowing a large number of people w h o have various
racial/ethnic backgrounds. This tendency especially has been escalating again since
the Cold W a r ended. N o w a few people are abusing the authority of their group
value to appeal to its superiority in relation to other groups.
To sum up, however, what I have realised through my experience is, "Despite
everything, w e result in each being an individual." T o get this somewhat obvious
answer I spent a long time. O f course I had already known it from a long time ago,
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but it w a s brought about through thinking both logically and theoretically. At that
point I had not yet really understood its significance through m y o w n experience.
N o w I wish to base real understanding on realisation by experience. A s an artist, I
attach greater importance to realisation than to learning by intelligence, because it
mobilises all senses including experience. Although more experiences are better
than less, I do not care about mere quantity. Rather, the quality of the experience is
more important. Quantitative shortage of experience can be supplemented by
imagination, but qualitative insufficiency of experience is fatal to us. W h a t is
important for experience is sensitivity and imagination.
What I have realised through my experience is that an individual should have
priority over all other collective values such as race, nation, ethnic group, religion,
family and gender. I have been thinking on the relation between self-identity and
collective identity forfiveyears in Australia. "Where do I c o m e from? W h a t a m I?
W h e r e a m I going?" I have been asking myself these questions through m y art
work, through historical examination, through psychoanalytical examination and
through m y daily experience. A s a result, I have acquired an answer, "I should go
to myself, I should return myself and I should be myself."
In Section One, I will illustrate the process by which I came to the above
conclusion. I will reconsider our historicity, sociality and artistry there. In other
words, I will re-examine h o w self-identity is influenced by history, h o w it is
restricted by society and h o w art relates to such limitations—institutional
imposition.
In Section Two, I will analyse my art work in terms of its forms and content. In
terms of content I will analyse m y work with some comparisons with the work of
Christo and Beuys. In terms of form I will analyse it in the relation to bricolage and
I will also discuss aura, which is the intrinsic value in the work of arts.
As I have mentioned before, I do not adhere to objectivity. I, as an artist, have
always attached greater importance to notions of subjectivity such as "I feel", "I
believe" and "I wish". I do not regard the relationship between subjectivity and
objectivity as binary. W e share our experiences with each other. W e are able to
have shared subjectivity, which is called inter-subjectivity. I believe in this intersubjectivity in h u m a n communication. I, basically, do not accept any religious
organisation, nevertheless I accept religious attitudes such as "believe" or "pray".
Rather, I positively support such a subjective attitude as well as artistic attitude.
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A hundred years after Nietzsche wrote "God is dead", dialectic itself is about to be
sentenced as well as an idealism called socialism. O n the other hand, devastation of
the natural environment and the energy crisis have brought reconsideration of
modern technology and the "better life". Has our reason also died?
I would like to clarify my stand-point.
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SECTION O N E
1. What Are the Japanese? A m I Japanese?
I have become aware of myself as a "Japanese" for the first time in this foreign
country. The reason is that I have felt the difference of mentality as well as the
difference of h u m a n appearance and language. Basically I do not accept
generalisations such as "Diligent Japanese" or "Lasy Aussie". Moreover I do not
like even the term "Japanese", "Australian" or "American". Such generalisations
give rise to prejudice or bias, because they consist of exclusion of minority and
exception. There are not a few lazy Japanese or unfriendly Australians. Specifics
such as, "Taro is diligent," or "John is friendly," construct a personality of the
individual, nor do they belong to nationality. Therefore the usage of generalisation
should require circumspection. For the same reason, the term "Japanese" should be
used only for representing a person's citizenship.
It is true, however, that my mentality was influenced by my own peculiarity, which
means m y temporal and spatial limitation such as Japan's and m y family's history,
Japan's and m y birth place's geography, and m y family's and m y community's
social relationship and so on. I mention in P A R T O N E that "After all, I have
realised m y personal history has been tracing Japanese modern history itself." This
analogy associates with a hypothesis in biology, that ontogeny repeats phylogeny8.
In the same way, C.G. Jung theorised "the collective unconscious".

Both

hypotheses refer to the relationship between an individual and the collective. I
attach greater importance to an individual than the collective, nevertheless (or
therefore) I support Jung's "collective unconscious" and therefore, I accept an
analogy between m y personal mentality and the notion of a collective Japanese
mentality.
As I briefly mention in PART ONE, the "inferiority complex of the Japanese" was
used as a power supply to sway Japanese history. A sense of superiority or
inferiority comes from comparison with others. In other words, the Japanese
always look at themselves in comparison with others and rank their positions in a
whole order.
I presume the inferiority complex of the Japanese derives from the history and
geography of Japan. The origin of Japan is commonly accepted as follows:
'ontogeny' is the entire sequence of events involved in the development of an individual
organism; 'phylogeny' is the sequence of events involved in the evolution of species or
genus. Collins English Dictionary, Australian Edition, Glasgow, 1985.
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Japan was connected with the Asian Continent by land during the ice age.
After the ice age ended, Japan was isolated from the continent as an island by
the rise of the sea level. At that point the people called Jomon-jin were left in
the Japanese Islands. In the second century B C , people called Yayoi-jin
migrated from the Korean Peninsula into south-eastern Japan with rice
farming techniques and metalworking techniques. Although their population
was smaller than that of the Jomon-jin, which is presumed by comparison of
the numbers of skeletons of both Jomon-jin and Yayoi-jin, the Yayoi-jin
spread their culture to the eastern half of Japan in a short time. In other
words, using advanced technology, that is metal arms, a relatively small
number of people w h o were called Yayoi-jin conquered the indigenous
Jomon-jin. The present Japanese person was formed by inter-breeding of
Jomon-jin with Yayoi-jin.
In ancient times the culture and civilisation of China were far and away more
advanced than Japan's. It is presumed that Chinese culture influenced Korea
by migration or war, and finally it reached Japan with the Yayoi-jin via
Korea. Besides, there is no doubt that the people w h o migrated into Japan
had similar skeletal structure to the Koreans and they had been influenced by
Chinese culture. It is presumed that Yayoi-jin had specific reasons to migrate
into Japan, because they abandoned their bigger homeland. It is natural to
presume that they were expelled from their homeland by a stronger group. If
this were true, they must have moved into Japan, a tiny island, reluctantly and
regretfully. Subjugating about two-thirds of Japan, in 701 A D , they
established a state under a legal system imitating the Chinese Tang dynasty.
They often sent envoys to China to bring back advanced culture.
However, as the establishment of the state system became firmer, cultural
originality, on the other hand, began to develop. The Imperial Court changed
its policy from the imitation of China to develop its cultural originality. In
894 A D the envoy to China was abolished, accordingly Japanese culture
gradually began to develop independently from that of China and Korea.
Here I would like to interpret this story from the psychological view-point of the
Japanese inferiority complex. In the Korean Peninsula a number of tribes were
struggling for hegemony. A tribe which was influenced by the advanced Chinese
civilisation gradually assumed the hegemony. A s a result, a few tribes w h o were
defeated migrated into the nearby small island, Japan. A sense of humiliation by
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the defeat whipped up vengeful feelings, "We'll be back no matter how. You'll pay
for this."
By use of superior arms they gradually subjugated the indigenous Japanese and
established a n e w state, modelled on the state of China, which was the strongest in
Asia. They sent envoys with tributes in order to obtain acceptance as one of
China's dependencies. They thought of it is as a licence to rule Japan. The rulers
vied with each other in introducing Chinese culture, particularly Buddhism, and
showed off their cultural advances in comparison with the savageness of the
indigenous Japanese w h o m they called, "People w h o have tails."
However, in the same way as children begin to be independent of their parents, the
n e w rulers began to develop their culture independently. Since the Samurai
(Warrior) class came into power in the twelfth century, Japan's political and cultural
independence from China and Korea accelerated rapidly. At last in the late sixteenth
century Japan tried to invade Korea just as if fulfilling its long-standing desire.
On the other hand, in 1543 guns were introduced into Japan from a Portuguese
ship, and also in 1549 the Spanish missionary Frances Xavier introduced
Christianity into Japan. This was Japan's first encounter with the West. It was
interestingly significant, that thisfirstencounter was the introduction of "guns and
Christianity".
In those days Japan was engaged in civil war, called the Warring States period.
Japan was being shared by the feudal lords called daimyo and they were struggling
with one another for the hegemony. O n e daimyo, O d a Nobunage, w h o was quick
to adopt guns for the civil war, finally assumed the hegemony. The destructive
power of a gun was far stronger than the old weapons, a sword and a b o w and
arrow. It is no exaggeration that the use of the latest weapon from the West
hastened the unification of Japan.

This fact has a close similarity to Japan's first unification about a thousand years
before that point, which was accomplished by metal arms introduced from China
and Korea. Thefirstunification was by an Eastern civilisation and the second was
by a Western civilisation, both of which were achieved by the introduction of n e w
and more effective arms.
In the early stage, on the other hand, Christianity rapidly began to spread. The
people, impoverished by the long civil war, sought relief in the imported religion.
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However, fearing colonisation by Western countries, the unified Edo Shogunate
Government prohibited Christianity. At the same time the Government put an
embargo on all ships except Chinese, Korean, and Dutch whose priority was trade
rather than missionary work. Compared with the first state unification, when the
government of the time took advantage of the imported Buddhism to rule the
people—namely the then government introduced both technology and religion, in
this case the Edo Government rejected the Western religion in order to maintain its
rule. Thus, for better or worse, Japan's identity had built up over a thousand
years, and now, Japan which had pursued independence from China and Korea
accidentally encountered another powerful world - the Western world. Japan did
not want to see any superior world other than China or Korea, therefore she shut
her eyes to the Western world. Fortunately at that point, the early sixteenth
century, because Western colonialism had not fully developed, Japan was able to
escape from colonisation by Western powers for over two hundred years.
In 1853 a crucial incident occurred, when American warships came to Japan
demanding the removal of the embargo. Japan, already knowing that even China
was defeated in the Opium W a r by Britain, submitted reluctantly to this great enemy
and opened its country to the Western world at last. The n e w Meiji Government
completely reversed and took a thorough-going westernisation policy at this time as
symbolised by a slogan, "Out of Asia into Europe". From that time, Japan
basically rushed into an ugly imitation of the West, thus the inferiority complex of
Japan became crucial, namely Japan gave up its self-identity which had begun to
develop over the past two centuries.
On the other hand, the Meiji Government had built up a new identity as a nation. In
other words, Japan required something to help it to deny its strong inferiority
complex to the Western world. Thus the Japanese "Emperor System" (imperial
system) was fabricated as a way of achieving this. The Government schemed it as
an axis for Japan after the example of Christianity in Europe.9 Although Japan tried

O n 18 June 1888, the Prime Minister Hirobumi Ito spoke as follows at the deliberation
of the draft for the Constitution:
"Japan must establish its Constitution quite originally because no country has its o w n
Constitution in Asia historically. Therefore, w e cannot anticipate whether the result of its
enforcement is useful or not for our nation. However, w e have no w a y to progress our nation
except this w a y since w e have already abolished feudalism twenty years ago and opened the
country to foreign trade. O n the occasion of the establishment of the constitution, w e must
search for an axis for our nation and then decide on it. If the affairs of state are entrusted to the
people without an axis, the state must be ruined. In Europe, in the first place, the hearts of the
people have been unified because of the religion, Christianity. In our country, however,
Buddhism has declined and Shintoism has lost its power to unify the hearts of the people.
There is no axis except the Imperial Household in our country. W e must give a priority over all
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to extensively import Western knowledge and technology, it had not meant to
import it as an axis of the nation. Instead, the government forced the people to
believe that the Emperor is a living god.10
This Emperor System resulted in the notorious invasion of Asia, and resulted in
Japanese soldiers committing atrocities without feelings of guilt in the Second
World W a r .
By the tragedies in Hiroshima and Nagasaki, Japan began walking in the postwar
reconstruction. A s I have mentioned in P A R T O N E , Japan began to serve its new
master—the United States of America. Japan's swollen inferiority c o m p l e x —
frustrated by the defeat—began to seek a n e w vent. The vent was not military but
the gaining of great economic wealth compared to the West.
However, having fulfilled its economic aim, Japan has been recently confronted
with trade conflict. Japan views this circumstance at present as Japan bashing by
Western countries, and as a result its subconscious is seeking a n e w national
identity—the refurbished soft "Emperor System".
Viewed in this tight, we discover that Japan's historic turnabout has been caused by
the influence of, or conflict with, foreign countries. The influence of China and
Korea in the initial stage as a state, the second unification of the state by firearms
from Portugal, the starting of modernisation by the pressure of the Western
Powers, the turning into a democratic and economic state under the American Far
East political strategy—all of these derived from external factors. Japan has
yearned after at one time, shut out at another time and obeyed at other times the
superior and advanced countries. Japan has never had a relationship of equality
with other countries. Foreign countries for Japan were the object to minister to or
look d o w n upon. In other words, Japan has always possessed an inferiority
complex to the superior, and as a psychological counteraction it has sometimes had
an extreme superiority complex to the inferior. The atrocities in the Second World
W a r were brought about by the insane eruption of such psychologically depressed
energy. Although Japanese soldiers had carried out such atrocities as the
plundering of whole villages, raping of w o m e n , ill-treating war prisoners and
other things to respect and not to restrain the power of the Emperor on the occasion of drafting
this Constitution."
(Shigeki, Toyama. The Meiji Restoration and Emperor, Iwanimi Syoten 1991).
1
°
The Meiji Constitution, which was promulgated in 1889, declared in the first article as
follows:
"The Empire of Japan shall be reigned over and governed by a line of Emperors unbroken
for ages eternal," and in the second article that, 'The Emperor is sacred and inviolable."
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experimenting on the living bodied, they all mentioned that they did not think thenacts wrong, because, they thought they had done it while obeying their seniors'
orders, which meant an order from the Emperor. It is true, however, that there
were s o m e very intricate feelings in the psychological background of their
atrocities, such as the contempt for Asians as a counter-action for the inferiority
complex, which Japan had always had since ancient times, and the inferiority
complex and antipathy to Westerners. A s well as this, such psychological energy
had been compressed by poverty, rigid feudal convention and undemocratic social
relationships in Japan.
When I reflect on Japanese history in a psychological context, I discover that our
past has not yet become "past" but is still "present". In economical terms Japan is
still making the same mistakes as in the past, even at present, because the basic
mentality of the Japanese has not yet changed. T o avoid the same mistakes as in
our historical past, w e , the Japanese,firstlymust k n o w ourselves—our historical
and psychological facts.
By looking at Japan from the outside, in Australia, I have been investigating how I
can take responsibility for Japanese war-time history. O f course I do not think I a m
responsible for it directly. However, as a descendant I a m responsible for it
indirectly. The task for us, the post-war generation, is to avoid the same mistake
and to m a k e an effort for anti-war. This feeling has directly or indirectly influenced
m y work. 1 cannot escape from Japanese history or from m y nationality in
historical terms. I cannot think, "I a m not responsible because I haven't done it."
If one does not take responsibility for one's history, one can m a k e the same mistake
again. However, on the other hand, I have also been hoping to be free from m y
nationality. This feeling decided m e to c o m e to Australia. I have been examining
Japan and the Japanese in this country. I have been comparing Japan with Australia
and the other Asian countries. A s a result, I have more easily judged Japan
objectively and relatively.
Now I must ask myself "Am I innocent?" I might have had a sense of superiority
and contempt for Asian countries and people, which derives from a sense of
inferiority to Western culture. I must admit this discriminatory sense has existed in
m y subconscious or unconscious. O n the other hand, I have also realised every
single individual has senses of both superiority and inferiority to others. Under the
difference of skin colour, difference of ability, or difference of wealth, every race,
ethnic group, nation, religion and sex are vying with each other for superiority. At
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the s a m e time every single individual is vying with each other individual for
superiority. O n e has self-confidence by realising one's superiority to others.
Therefore w e cannot readily clear away discrimination. This idea might be too
pessimistic, therefore, I do believe w e must improve our condition after strictly
admitting our reality. However, there is a large number of people w h o pretend to
be innocent, or w h o are not aware of their subconscious and unconscious. I
believe that not only I, but also every other person, must be responsible for his or
her o w n history, otherwise w e will never be able to escape from our history, which
means a betrayal of our past and future.
I have realised, from my examination of Japan and the Japanese, that this is not
only m y personal issue, but also a universal issue, an issue for everyone. B y such
realisation I have been released from Japan to some extent without escaping from
her. But it does not mean m y responsibility to Japanese history has become lighter.
M y responsibility comes from the actual relationship between myself and Japanese
history, and it does not c o m e from m y nationality. It is a matter of personal
conscience or ethics. O n the other hand, it is needless to say that a responsibility
exists in not only an individual but also a group. This is a matter of politics. I have
been confusing a matter of politics with a matter of the personal. I have been
feeling guilty for the guilt of the state, as if I a m representative of all of Japan.
I realise that at this point I have barely been able to become myself.
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2 . T h e Worship of the West and Orientalism
I had a little surprise, when I saw a world map hung on the wall in a hotel
somewhere in Europe, in which Europe was located in the centre, America on the
left-hand side and Asia on the right-hand side. I unconsciously looked for Japan,
and I recognised it at the very edge of the right-hand side. At that m o m e n t I
immediately realised the meaning of "Far East". Until then I had only seen maps in
which Japan was located in the centre, England was in the far west and America
was in the far east. O f course at that time I had k n o w n Japan was called the Far
East, yet I had never consciously thought of the meaning of this title. Before m y
eyes, it was located in the very far east of this map. This was a fresh discovery in
m y view.
The West impressed on the non-West (East and South) its superiority, because of
its technology, based on the success of the Industrial Revolution, through colonial
and imperial domination. Since then the non-West has been sending a large number
of talented persons to the West to absorb its knowledge and technology. The aim
was, of course, to develop their o w n countries (non-West) by introducing this
advanced technology. Basically such relations between the West and the non-West
have not changed at present.

At least from the Industrial Revolution to the present, the centre of the world has
always been in the West. Even though postmodernists pay attention to the nonWest, marginality or hybridity, their vision basically comes from the Western point
of view. I do not intend to say the Western point of view is wrong. I firmly
evaluate that Western rationalism has contributed enormously to the progress of
science and h u m a n knowledge, and that the universal values of democracy and
h u m a n rights were established by the untiring effort of Western reason. In
particular, it is an undeniable fact that the awareness of h u m a n rights in the nonWest is far behind the West. S o m e people say that Western democracy does not fit
the Asian soil, but in m y opinion this comes from a short-sighted view, in which
they give top priority to economic development.
Everyone has their own point of view, and there is no one perfect view. We are all
heterogeneous. Our experiences are all different. This most important truth for us
must be deeply engraved in our minds, so that realising this w e can avoid imposing
our o w n imperfect view on others. If, however, w e only stay at this stage, w e will
never understand each other. Therefore, in the next stage w e must m a k e efforts to
understand and respect the other's standpoint by the use of our imagination. Our
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experiences are respectively peculiar on one hand, and w e can share our
experiences on the other. T h e experiences of others, which w e have not
experienced are understood only by our imagination based on our o w n experience.
We often make a mistake in recognising difference or heterogeneity, just as we
often confuse difference and the value of things. W h e n w e look at two different
things, for example a red apple and a yellow lemon, w e recognise their differences
not only in their colours and shapes but also in their taste. Moreover w e
simultaneously recognise our o w n preference for either of them according to the
judgement of value. If w e have never eaten both fruits before, w e cannot judge
their taste, therefore w e would evaluate only by a preference for their colours and
shapes. Such a tendency is also seen in our recognition of different cultures.
Compared with civilisation, which is generally evaluated by the degree of its
progress—this kind of progress-based viewpoint has already been criticised—all
cultures originally have no superiority or inferiority to each other. Nevertheless,
there has certainly been a myth, that Western culture is superior to Eastern culture.
Such a myth is caused by confusion between culture and civilisation. T o be more
accurate, the superiority of the W e s t was in the advancement of its technology,
which was decisively demonstrated by the success of the Industrial Revolution.
Before that time, there was little difference in the superiority of the technologies of
Europe, the Middle East and China. The shift of the centre of the world to Europe
in the modern era was brought about by its advanced technology and particularly its
military strength. The superiority of the West became decisive for the East by
colonial rule. The gap of strength was so obvious that the East itself could not help
admitting its inferiority to the West. Hence, the tragic relationship between the
West and the East had begun. The West confused the technological and military
superiority with cultural, and moreover racial, superiority. In other words, the
West confused its physical superiority with a perceived metaphysical superiority.
The Christian world-view rather supported such a confusion.
Simultaneously, most of the nations of the East themselves admitted that same
confusion—the Western v i e w — s o the East's identity began decreasing rapidly.
This historical phenomenon is by no means a matter of the past. Even today the
superiority of the West obviously exists in our minds. This consciousness is called
"Orientalism." Edward Said defines Orientalism as, "Western style for dominating,
restructuring and having authority over the Orient"11 and states that it affects not
only political matters but also "a distribution of geopolitical awareness into
* * Said, W. Edward. Orientalism, Routledge and Kegan Paul Ltd, 1978. p.6.
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aesthetic, scholarly, economic, sociological, historical and philological texts."12
Alison Broinowski defines it more precisely w h e n she says, "The European vision
of all Eastern peoples as exotic, remote, inferior, and subject to the political,
military, economic, cultural, and sexual dominance of the West."13
Why has such Orientalism remained so deep-rooted even today, when a binary
view, the West versus the East or the North versus the South, has been criticised
politically, economically and culturally? Compared with the past, the manifest
Orientalism in mass media has improved nowadays. Nevertheless, what does the
commercialisation of cultural difference—an exotic holiday in Asia and Africa, or
eating a T V dinner while listening to the world-music—mean? In this discourse,
the cultural difference is no more than a raw material for a commodity in Western
society. Natural resources, which were formerly supplied from the colonies change
to another resource called "cultural difference". This situation is caused so that the
economical and cultural centre exists in the Occident. A s far as it does not change,
the Orient is obliged to supply these "resources" to the Occident.
To give an example, in world-music the voice of African Pygmy people is collaged
onto a modern synthesiser sound with a computer, and by video the colourful
ethnic dresses are montaged in the beautiful African rainforest. Such sound and
video w e enjoy on the couch in our air-conditioned living rooms. Thus, the severe
reality is neglected, and instead, only the comfortable sound and picture is supplied
to us.
As another example, I would like to refer to an Australian movie call Echoes of
Paradise.™

Since I began living in Australia, I have been intentionally paying

attention to Orientalism. I was especially concerned about latent Orientalism. A s a
result, I sometimes discovered it in the mass media, particularly movies and T V ,
so, I have watched Australian movies intently for this documentation and for m y art
work. The protagonist of Echoes of Paradise, is a politician's wife, Maria (white
w o m a n ) . She, hurt by her husband's love affair, takes a trip to Thailand to heal her
grief, leaving her children behind. In Bangkok she meets a mysterious and
handsome Balinese dancer and falls in love with him. Although she regains her
self-confidence by this exotic love, shortly afterwards the transient love is broken
as usual. The dancer goes back to Bali and Maria comes back to Australia, and then

Said, W . Edward. Orientalism, Routledge and Kegan Paul Ltd ,1978. p. 12
Broinowski, Alison. The Yellow Lady, Oxford University Press, 1992, p.2.
Noyce, Phillip. Echoes of Paradise, Australia 1987.
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she restarts her life with her children. I would like to interpret this typical
melodrama as follows. Maria symbolises the present Australia, her husband
symbolises Britain, the dancer is of course Asia and the children are the future
Australia. Australia (Maria) realising Britain's (her husband's) betrayal, meets the
u n k n o w n mysterious Asia (an exotic Balinese dancer) and regains its selfconfidence as a Western country. But because both are heterogeneous to each
other, they split after all. Finally today's Australia (Maria) starts again hanging her
hope on tomorrow's Australia (her children). Although I cannot fully k n o w the
author's real intention, I do not think m y interpretation is too absurd. T o view this
movie from the standpoint of Orientalism, the relationship between Australia and
Asia is incredibly stereotyped. Such a stereotypical view is easily found in Western
mass media even today.

I cannot help questioning this subconscious or

unconscious aspect of Western culture.
My aim is not to attack the Western view but to allow for different ways of
knowing our reality. T o be honest, even I, Japanese, have an orientalist view. A s
I mentioned in P A R T O N E , one of the reasons for m y coming to Australia came
from the influence of Aboriginal art. W h e n I was in Japan, I was setting m y hope
on Primitivism or indigenous culture, after realising the deadlock of our modern
civilisation. I w a s influenced by Western thought, especially the n e w age
philosophy.

Under these circumstances I was attracted by the indigenous

Americans, Gamelan music in Bali and Australian Aboriginal culture. I must admit
m y stereotyped Orientalism or Primitivism in this psychology.
Strictly speaking, Orientalism, Exoticism and Primitivism are not the same.
However, what I want to point out is their w a y of viewing the object—Orient,
foreign country or uncivilised society. In those three, such objects have tended to
be regarded as the "the inferior". Therefore, the relationship between the subject—
Westerner, tourist and civilised person—and the object is not equal. In this
context, m y viewpoint of the exotic and the primitive is basically not different from
the Orientalist view.
I read with interest Alison Broinowski's Yellow Lady. The following passage
relates closely to myself or perhaps to the Japanese in general:
Artists in any society have an obligation to explore beyond its limits. The
Australian artists w h o sought to explore Asia and the Pacific did so for a
wide variety of reasons, and the images they created vary as widely. But
they were generally in agreement: Australia is not Asia, but Asia and the
Pacific are part of Australia's hemisphere and culture, an interesting and
growing part. It is clear from their work that images of Asia reflect and

72

affect Australians' images of themselves. Further, it is clear that until
Asia occupies a place equal to that of the W e s t in Australian minds, the
nation's pursuit of its interests will remain distorted. If Australia's
identity and self-image are to change, they must therefore do so in a w a y
that locates Australia in the Asia-Pacific hemisphere.
Strangely, even if Japan is substituted for Australia in the above text, the content
will still be valid for the Japanese. Just as Australia is a Western country located in
the Asia-Pacific hemisphere, Japan has followed the West as if it is not an Asian
country. Japanese artists must look at themselves in a mirror without falling into
narrow-minded ethno-centrism.
After all, the reason Orientalism has still remained deeply-rooted is because it
exists, in not only the Occident, but also the Orient. The primary responsibility in
the master-slave relations must be taken by the master, nevertheless the slave's
responsibility is not negligible. T h e servile spirit, a slave ingratiating himself or
herself with the master for selfish desire, must not be neglected. Here I would like
to give a caricatured story:
There is a Japanese (or Asian) artist named X. He is pursuing the avantgarde art in his country, therefore he is always collecting the latest news
from the Western art scene. Quick to adopt an art style of the most up-todate fashion in New

York, he is highly evaluated as a rising

contemporary artist in his country. Fulfilling his heart's desire, he can
go to New

York to study visual arts, but in New York his work is not

recognised at all, because his work is a mere imitation of a Western
avant-garde. What art critics and art lovers in New York expect of him
as a Japanese is theflavourof the Orient, or exoticism, which they are
never able to get. Quick to grasp an opportunity, he senses their
expectations and in a reverse way, creates apiece with Oriental flavour.
As expected, his work is highly evaluated by the N e w Yorker. He
returns in triumph to his country. He has an exhibition in Tokyo as a
successful artist in New York. His work, of course, changes again to
the latest New York style.
This story is not an entire fact, but is also no exaggeration. What I want to explain
is the servile spirit of the East. A s the latent Orientalism of the West is still deeprooted, the East has a deep-rooted ingratiating attitude to the West. H o w can w e

Broinowski, p.205.
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clear away our historically and mistakenly imprinted consciousness? C a n w e take
anti-Orientalism to overcome Orientalism? Edward Said states:
Perhaps the most important task of all would be to undertake studies in a
contemporary alternative to Orientalism, to ask h o w one can study other
cultures and peoples from a libertarian, or a non-repressive and nonmanipulative perspective.16

It is already obvious that anti-Orientalism is not an alternative to Orientalism. It i
also obvious that the dualistic perspective such as the W e s t versus the East or
Occident versus Orient is fruitless, and the plural perspective is to be expected. If
so, h o w can w e acquire that plural perspective, and even then, what should our
self-identity be based on? Does the plural perspective coexist with self-identity?
Contrary to the expectation of postmodern thinkers—valuers of pluralism and
incommensurability—the political situation, post Cold-War, is inclined to
nationalism that is a monistic perspective. Julia Kristeva states as follows in
Nationals Without Nationalism:
T h e values crisis and the fragmentation of individuals has reached the
point where w e no longer k n o w what w e are and take shelter, to preserve
a token of personality, under the most massive, regressive c o m m o n
denominators: national origins and faith of our forebears.
She also states:
T h e cult of origins is a hate reaction...and (hatred m a k e s people)
withdraw into a sullen, w a r m private world, unnameable and biological,
the impregnable aloofness of a weird primal paradise—family, ethnicity,
18

nation, race.

The rise of ethnic conflict, the worsening of racism and cynicism to social justice at
present, symbolise this situation—people easily escape into the shelter of collective
identity, not being confronted with the anomie of all values coming from the
collapse of idealism. From the collapse of the Berlin Wall in 1989 to the break up
of the Soviet Union, w e had a glimpse of the illusion as if the border-like fetters
were dissolving. However, what came after the collapse of the idealism of equal
distribution and internationalism w a s a bare-faced egoism and an intensive
nationalism. A s a shelter for such egoism, family, ethnicity, nation, race and
religion were taken advantage of.

Said, p. 24.
Kristeva, Julia. Nation Without Nationalism, Columbia University Press, 1993, p.2.
Kristeva, pp.2-3.
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In Japan, as if consumerism has c o m e to an end, a n e w nihilism—such as
indifference to politics, escaping into momentary pleasure, cynicism to social justice
and manifest racism—has become conspicuous. Confronted with such reality,
what should w e do as individuals?
I feel intuitively that we must immediately build up our postnational and
postcolonial identity. It must not depend on a collective authority such as
institution, convention, origin, group. The perspective of Kristeva that, " W e are all
strangers, foreigners and outsiders,"19 is extremely important for postnational and
postcolonial identity. She states:
Strangely, the foreigner lives within us: he is the hidden face of our
identity, the space that wrecks our abode, the time in which understanding
and affinity founder. B y recognising him within ourselves, w e are spared
detesting him in himself. A symptom that precisely turns " w e " into a
problem, perhaps makes it impossible. The foreigner comes in w h e n the
consciousness of m y difference arises and he disappears w h e n w e all
acknowledge ourselves as foreigners, unamenable to bonds and
... 20

communities.
National identity or ethnic identity has been regarded as an assimilation to the
collective. O n the other hand, postnational and postcolonial identity must be
regarded as non assimilation to the collective. For that purpose, w e must look
squarely at our strangeness, foreignness and outsiderness. In other words, w e
must begin to open up our o w n wounds.

19
20

Kristeva, see pp.16-23, pp.41-42, p.45.
Kristeva, Julia. Strangers to Ourselves, Columbia University Press, 1991, p.l.
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3 . T h e Possibility of Artistic Communicative Action
So far, I have consistently enquired into my identity, which wavers between the
East and the West. M y main subject was h o w m y identity has been and should be
built up in the relationship between peculiarity—my personal background and
universality—Japanese, Easterner, human-being and so on. It has been an
important subject for m e as an artist. I also mentioned in Section O n e in P A R T
T W O , "I have realised, through m y examination of Japan and the Japanese, m y
problem is not only m y personal issue but also a universal issue. B y such
realisation I have been released from Japan to some extent without escaping from
Japan". I have reflected on it through m y artworks as well, however, I did not
intentionally choose that subject for an artistic purpose. Both form and content
coincided with each other. If I was a composer, I would tell the story in music. If
I was a scientist, I would examine the subject in a scientific way. For m e , "artist"
or "scientist" is just a title, and "myself has priority over all other things, therefore,
I would like to clarify m y basic standpoint as an artist. This is m y hypothesis, in
which I have synthesised all m y experiences with m y intellectual thinking at this
point. In other words, it is an answer to what I have been enquiring into in m y life.
I have collected a large number of ideas from Jurgen Habermas21, Claude LevyStrauss22, and Walter Benjamin 23 to formulate this hypothesis. However I do not
intend to blend their theories eclectically. Rather, I would like to synthesise them
through m y o w n experience. This project consists of m y personal motivation,
which is supported by m y working towards an ideal, which derives from m y
passion and experience. That passion is supported by m y firm belief that,
"Through the strict enquiry into personal matters, a universal truth comes to light."
In other words as Paz says, "True art is woven from daily feelings, incidents and
relative worlds. W e can perceive the eternal only through daily matters."24
I have been enquiring as to whether it is possible for us to truly understand one
another, or whether it is possible for us to truly communicate with one another. I
have been seeking alternatives to the strategic communication in the practical world,

Habermas, Jurgen (1929- ). German social theorist and leading living exponent of a
style of radical social theorising originating with the Frankfurt School of Critical Theory.
22
Levi-Strauss, Claude (1908- ). French social anthropologist, a major figure in modern
structuralism.
23
Benjamin, Walter (1892-1940). German cultural theorist associated with the Frankfurt
School of Critical Theory.
Paz, Octavio (1914- ). Mexican-born poet and writer. This quotation is from his
speech at
the opening of the Third Anti-Fascist Writer's Conference in Valencia, 1987.
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which derive from our interest and calculation. Therefore, the reason I was
captivated by the world of art derives from m y fervent expectation that, 'This is the
very true communication." In fact I expected to find something, which was not
satisfied in the practical world, somewhere in the world of art. In other words, I
seemed to have a hasty conclusion in m y subconscious, that is, "The practical
world - wrong, the world of arts - right."
In The Theory of Communicative Action Habermas tenaciously pursues the
possibility of desirable communication in the real world. H e as a sociologist
enquires into "the rationality of communication" and "the communicative action as
understanding." H e , as the last great rationalist, never neglects rationality, reason,
ethics and morals in the reconstruction of h u m a n relations. Rather, he persistently
expects the role of reason to overcome the difficulties of the modern world.
We have already leant enough: Western rationalism was too inclined to
intellectualism, the Enlightenment was based on the point of view in which the
superior educated the inferior, the gifts of progress were never welcomed by all
human-beings in the world, the West and the East or the North and the South never
understood each other. A s a result w e have encountered various alternatives, that is
re-evaluation of: mythical thought, magical thought, pluralism, marginality,
periphery, hybridity, otherness, difference, diversity, multiculturalism,
postcolonialism and so on. However, if w e carefully observe the cultural
circumstances at present, w e can find that these alternatives have already begun
being authorised on the one hand and being commercialised on the other. For
example, even ethnic identity, which is authorised to a sacred value, has even
begun having a kind of repressive power. A n d in Capital discourse, indigenous
and ethnic cultures, as exemplified in the so-called world of music, have been good
commercial values. All alternative (new values) are accepted only within the limits
of the utility value for the society. Therefore I regard such authorisation and
commercialisation of n e w values as mistaken institutionalisation.

This mistaken institutionalisation of value is easy to interpret in Capital discourse.
In capitalist society, value isfinallyjudged by its utility as a commodity. B y this
most basic and sacred principle, institutionalisation ultimately becomes equivalent to
commercialisation in capitalist society. C o m m u n i s m was once proposed as the only
alternative to capitalism, nevertheless it has been obvious that an individual was (is)
treated as a mere part of ism in the communist countries.
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W h a t is import is h o w w e prevent such mistaken institutionalisation of values, not
which social system w e choose. T h e problem exists in our consciousness. T o
avoid such a situation w e must prevent our consciousness from being wrongly
institutionalised. W e are apt to perceive a certain value in different ways from its
original value, and according to institutionalised values—social values. At the same
time this is actually a problem of communication. W h e n someone proposes a
certain value, h o w does another person receive it? He/she often receives the value
of the proposition as another value according to his/her sense of value. For
example, w h e n person A-proposes hybridity as an alternative to purity, h o w does
person-B receive hybridity. If person-B is not sceptical about purity, he/she cannot
understand person-B's proposition because he/she has an institutionalised
consciousness of purity. Therefore, to correctly understand person-A's hybridity,
person-B must be freed from his/her institutionalised consciousness. O n the other
hand, person-A's proposition itself must not be mistakenly institutionalised. It is
also very important that person-A should be free from an institutionalised sense of
value.
If we adhere to our institutionalised sense of values, we cannot truly communicate
with one another. W e are living with a peculiar sense of values in a peculiar world.
Our subjectivity consists of such peculiarity. O n the other hand, at the same time,
w e pursue universality or objectivity. Although I do not believe in absolute truth or
perfect objectivity, I do seek for true understanding and communication. H o w can
w e truly express our sense of values? H o w can w e truly understand? H o w can w e
avoid the mistaken institutionalisation of communication?
Habermas categorises human social actions into communicative action and strategic
action in The Theory of Communicative Action. H e states:
I shall speak of communicative action whenever the action of agents
involved are coordinated not through egocentric calculations of success
but through acts of reaching understanding. In communicative action
participants are not primarily oriented to their o w n individual successes;
they pursue their individual goals under the condition that they can
harmonise their plans of action on the basis of c o m m o n situation
definitions.
His view is that, "The discontents of modernity are not rooted in rationalisation, but
in the failure to develop and institutionalise all the different dimensions of reason in

Habermas, Jurgen. The Theory of Communicative Action, Vol. 1; Reason and the
Rationalisation of Society. Translated by Thomas McCarthy. Beacon Press, Boston
1984. pp.285-286.
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a balanced way.""1

H e , as a rationalist, pursues rational communication.

Although I have s o m e doubt about Western Rationalism, his theory gives
significant suggestions to m y concern about communication through art.
To sum up briefly the conditions of communicative action according to my
understanding:
1) Participants inter-subjectively share their life worlds.27
2) T h e attitudes of participants are oriented to reaching understanding.
3) T h e expressions of participants are based on the inter-subjective
29

recognition of criticisable validity claims.
In communication between the West and the East I would like to reconsider these
three conditions. O n this occasion the difference of life world (1) would initially
become the biggest barrier. In the difference of language w e could reduce the gap
by interpretation or translation. However in the cultural difference especially in the
difference of the senses of values, w e are required to have a rational attitude (2) to
accept each other's difference. Acceptance of difference does not m e a n the
impossibility of communication. B y sharing difference, w e can share the intersubjectivity. In other words, even though w e live in different cultures, w e can
share each experience inter-subjectively by using our imagination. Because the
communicative action is oriented to reaching understanding, inter-criticising
becomes indispensable. Therefore our expressions (3) require criticisable validity.
This rational thinking of Habermas, at the same time, required ethical and
responsible attitude to the participants. H e states:
Corresponding to the ideal communication community is an ego-identity
that m a k e s possible self-realisation on the basis of autonomous action.
This identity proves itself in the ability to lend continuity to one's o w n life
history. In the course of the process of individualisation, the individual
has to draw his identity behind the lines of the concrete life world and of
his character as attached to this background.
The ego-identity of the adult proves its worth in the ability to build up n e w
identities from shattered or superseded identities, and to integrate them
with old identities in such a w a y that the fabric of one's interactions is
organised into the unity of a life history that is both unmistakable and
accountable. A n ego-identity of this kind simultaneously makes possible
self-determination and self-realisation, two m o m e n t s that are already at
Habermas, Translator's Introduction, xxxvii
27
Habermas, p-13.
28
Habermas, p.186
29
Habermas, p. 138.
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work in the tension between "I" and " m e " at the stage where identity is
tied to social roles. T o the extent that the adult can take over and be
responsible for his o w n biography means to get clear about who one
wants to be, and from this horizon to view the traces of one's o w n
interactions as if they were deposited by the actions of a responsible
author, of a subject that acted on the basis of a reflective relation to self.30
The possibility of ideal communication depends greatly on the participant's ethical
and responsible attitude. In these days w h e n the contradictions of Western
modernism—it does not m e a n the defeat of rationalism—have simultaneously
erupted all over the world, all values are under anomie. W e can no longer
optimistically believe in the emancipation of the proletarian, the liberation of the
people, egalitarianism, economic rationalism, international cooperation, nature
conservation, the solution to pollution and energy problems, and relationships
based on the inter-individual, inter-gender, inter-family, inter-ethnic, inter-nation
and inter-racial.

To give an example, if the capitalistic fee competition, as in the present situation,
continues on a global scale, and if "the third world" (this term has already begun to
die) countries pursue wealth in the same w a y as developed countries, the earth's
environment will suffer a deadly blow and the energy problems will be fatal. In
modern discourse therichnessof West and North was based on victimising the East
and South. However, these days both the East and South have also begun
pursuing wealth to the same level as the West and North. From the point of view
of the West and North this situation is viewed as a postcolonial way. However,
from the point of view of the East and South it must be seen as the most modern
way. There is no great difference in the material desire between the present East and
South and the past West and North offiftyor a hundred years ago.
To consider the environmental problems on a global scale, how should developed
countries cope effectively with the environmental devastation of undeveloped
countries. Undeveloped countries, of course, have therightto become rich and to
develop industrially. If electricity consumption per capita in undeveloped countries
comes to the same level as the Western countries, it is obvious that w e will be
confronted with a serious energy crisis. If we, all human-beings in the world, have
rights to live equally a wealthy life, and therefore if w e share equally the limited
energy without the monopoly of the strong, people in developed countries must

Habermas, Jurgen. The Theory of Communicative Action Vol. 2: Lifeworld and System: A
Critique of Functionalist Reason. Translated by Thomas McCarthy. Beacon Press, Boston,
1984. pp.98-99

80

lower their living standard. If such a standard of living is at the level of thirty or
fifty years ago in the wealthy Western countries (it m a y be further back), could the
wealthy people accept such lowering of their living standard? Could they (we)
abandon the taste of a wealthy life they (we) have already experienced? I a m
extremely sceptical about it. If it is impossible, w e shall forever keep on fighting
one another for wealth and pleasure.
Therefore, it is no exaggeration to say that our future depends on our rational
attitudes, whether w e can or cannot control our ego-centric desire without being
frustrated. In such a context I greatly support Habermas' rational theory of
communicative action. C a n the symbiosis of difference, heterogeneity and
diversity, which the present situation of multicultural society demands, be realised
without true inter-heterogeneous communication? T o achieve it, as Habermas
stresses, w e must obtain the rational attitude of respect for each other's difference
and the ethical attitude of taking responsibility for ourselves. Making comparison
with rational communicative action, Habermas refers to communication in the
mythical world. Quoting The Savage Mind

of Levi-Strauss, he points out the

impossibility of communicative action in a mythical world:
Anthropologists have repeatedly pointed out the peculiar confusion
between nature and culture. W e can understand this phenomenon to begin
with as a mixing of two object domains, physical nature and the
sociocultural environment. Myths do not permit a clear, basic, conceptual
differentiation between things and persons, between objects that can be
manipulated and agents—subjects capable of speaking and acting to
w h o m w e attribute linguistic utterances. Thus it is only consistent w h e n
magical practices do not recognise the distinction between teleological and
communicative action, between goal-directed, instrumental intervention in
objectively given situations, on the one hand, and the establishment of
interpersonal relations, on the other.
T o be sure, the confusion of nature and culture by no means signifies only
a conceptual blending of the objective and social worlds, but also a — b y
our lights—deficient differentiation between language and world; that is,
between speech as the m e d i u m of communication and that about which
32

understanding can be reached in linguistic communication.
However, I am sceptical as to whether the mythical world view, which is incapable
of communicative action according to Habermas, is antagonistic to the rational
world view, which is capable of communicative action. The creative action of art
itself, in fact, contains irrationality. This irrationality derives exactly from nondifferentiation between subject and object. The creative action of art shares a great
* Levi-Strauss, Claude. The Savage Mind, Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1966.
32
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similarity with magical action in the mythical world. This is obvious in the history
of art, as both derive from the same origin. For example, Levi-Strauss talks about
a cedarwood Haida club, used to kill fish:
T h e artist w h o carved it in the form of a sea monster intended the body of
the implement to be fused with the body of the animal and the handle with
its tail, and that the anatomical proportions, taken from a fabulous
creature, should be such that the object could be the cruel animal slaying
helpless victims, at the same time as an easily handled, balanced and
efficientfishingutensil. Everything about this implement—which is also
a superb work of art—seems to be a matter of structure: its mythical
symbolism as well as its practical function. M o r e accurately, the object,
its function and its symbolism seem to be inextricably bound up with each
other and to form a closed system in which there is no place for events.33
Such non-differentiation between subject and object is consistently one of the most
characteristic attributes of artistic action from primitive art to contemporary art. Is
this non-differentiation irrational? It is impossible to discover the irrationality in
that club which possesses simultaneously its o w n beauty, its mythical symbolism
and its practical function. Rather, w e can even recognise a rationality in itself,
which can be called "artistic rationality" differing from rational thinking. A n artist
materialises his/her thought, feelings and imaginative world in a m e d i u m called the
work of art. A n audience re-experiences the artist's thought, feelings and
imaginative world through the medium. From the point of view of communication,
a painting for example is a medium, an instrument for communication, the same as
language. However, on the other hand, it is not only a means of communication
but also a purpose in itself. That action—painting itself is a purpose for an artist as
well—is similar to a religious ritual, which is performed as a purposive action,
although it used to have a practical purpose in its early stage. Such nondifferentiation between purpose and means is also a characteristic of artistic action
from the mythical age.
'The Aura"34 of the work of art can be explained by this analogy between artistic
action and religiousritual.Walter Benjamin states:
W e k n o w that the earliest art works originated in the service of aritualfirst the magical, then the religious kind. It is significant that the existence
of a work of art with reference to its aura is never entirely separated from
ritual function. In other words, the unique value of the "authentic" work
of art has its basis inritual,the location of its use value.

Levi Strauss, p.26
In Japan not a few people still believe in the existence of a spirit in every object.
Benjamin, Walter. Illuminations, The W o r k of Art in The Age of Mechanical
Reproduction, Collins/Fontal Books, 1970.

82

In his view, "The aura of the work of art withers in the age of mechanical
reproduction".

B y the advent of mass production, not only the work of art but

also the practical instrument has lost its aura. In other words, the efficiency value
eliminates the uniqueness from the hand-made product. A n d he also states that the
Dadaists' usage of waste product, " W a s a relentless destruction of the aura of their
creations, which they branded as reproduction with the very means of
production."37
I accept his views conditionally. The early stage of mechanical reproduction
attempted to reproduce an original piece. In that stage it truly eliminated the aura of
the original piece. However later on the mechanical reproduction itself developed
into an independent art form. Photography or cinematography have become other
forms of art, rather than just a technology for reproduction. Besides, these n e w art
forms can simultaneously produce multiple originals, as do computer graphics and
multi-media productions, some of the most up-to-date art forms. These have
created their o w n forms—created a n e w concept of time and space in art as well as
production of multiple originals.
Have these new media lost the aura of the individual work? Or, has the usage of
the ready-made destroyed the aura? I would like to answer, "Yes and No." These
have destroyed the old aura which Benjamin mentioned, but they have created a
new aura. Every great work of art certainly possesses its o w n aura; every great
work of art certainly has uniqueness, even though it is one of multiple originals;
every great work of art has its o w n emanation. Technology at present creates a
multiple uniqueness.
However, although I accept this present situation, I am greatly attracted by what I
would term, "un-multi-productive aura". This is a matter of personal liking or
taste, therefore I cannot explain the reason logically. I prefer an affinitive
relationship between human and human, human and object, human and technology.
In other words, I would dare to say, I prefer non-differentiation between subject
and object.
There is a back-scratcher made of bamboo beside my computer on the desk. This
was m a d e by m y wife's grandfather w h o died ten years ago. H e , w h o deeply
loved m y wife and m e , and gave m e this back-scratcher, often m a d e unusual
objects by his o w n hand. It was one of his m a n y hobbies. Because the things he
36
37

Benjamin, p.223.
Benjamin, pp.239-240.
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m a d e were often too odd, his family members did not receive them favourably.
However, the oddness of his products rather attracted m y wife and m e .
The back-scratcher he gave us is carved with his message in its stem, "Life's
journey is full of ups and downs." Because I liked that scratcher, I used it regularly
and finally I began carrying it with m e in the house. I, of course used it to scratch
m y back atfirst,however it gradually became habitual to carry it. Accordingly I
brought it to Australia five years ago. Although to all intents and purposes it looks
just like an instrument, for m e it is tremendously precious as a memento. I feel this
symbolises his mind, and moreover the object materialises his spirit. In other
words, it has a metaphysical meaning for m e beyond its practical purpose. It gives
m e "uniqueness," "aura" and "cult-value". I would dare to say unscientifically, I
feel, through that back scratcher, I a m protected by the spirit of m y grandfather.
This feeling is no less than "mythical thought" or the product of the "savage mind"
Levi-Strauss talks about. I do not think this feeling derives from m y "savageness"
or "irrationality." W e all, even Western rationalists, have this animistic feeling—an
object possesses a spirit—subconsciously or unconsciously. Without this feeling,
w e could not explain our attachments to art. Therefore I believe aura has not
disappeared even now.
Modernist art pursued its purity and absoluteness, therefore it had a closed
tendency—the elimination of the non-essential and otherness. T o infuse aura into
this exclusive art, w e must return to the mythical world, where subject and object
are confused, to the fertile world where purpose and means, reason and instinct,
rationality and irrationality, art and magic are still undifferentiated. I place a great
value on bricolage. Levi-Strauss cites bricolage as an example, where the mythical
world has still remained in the modern rational world:
The "bricoleur" is adept at performing a large number of divers tasks; but,
unlike the engineer, he does not subordinate each of them to the
availability of raw materials and tools conceived and procured for the
purpose of the project. His universe of instruments is closed and the rules
of his g a m e are always to m a k e do with 'whatever is at hand', that is to
say with a set of tools and materials which is always finite and is also
heterogeneous because what it contains bears no relation to the current
project, or indeed to any particular project, but is the contingent result of
all the occasions there have been to review or enrich the stock or
destructions. T h e set of the "bricoleur's" means cannot therefore be
defined in terms of project (which would presuppose besides, that, as in
the case of the engineer, there were, at least in theory, as m a n y sets of
tools and materials or 'instrumental sets', as there are different kinds of
projects). It is to be defined only by its potential use or, putting this
another w a y and in the language of the 'bricoleur' himself, because the
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elements are collected or retained on the principle that 'they m a y always
c o m e in handy'.38
As Levi-Strauss states, the relationship between a bricoleur and materials—or
myself and the back-scratcher—is closed, which means an undifferentiated
relationship between subject and object. In other words, such a relationship means
an equal relationship between the person and the object—the person does not rule
the object or the person does not take advantage of the object for his/her
convenience. Rather, the person even takes a rational attitude to the object, in
which he/she gives thanks for the object's convenience. I see Habermas'
communicative action in the relationship between the bricoleur and the object. For
the revival of aura in the work of art, the revival of the bricoleurish spirit is
indispensable. M y wife's grandfather was the very bricoleur Levi-Strauss
mentioned. I feel the mythical world, in which beauty, function and cult-value are
non-differentiated, in m y back-scratcher. Thus I attach great importance to
bricolage and aura. Both bricolage and aura are never antagonistic to Habermas'
communicative action. Artistic action contains both the irrationality of cult-value
and aura, and the mythical world of bricolage. However, this is a personal matter
in the creation of art works rather than a social matter in social communication. T o
create a work of art is not the same as communication. Irrationality in the creation
of art work (personal matters) is not antagonistic to rationality or communication
(social matters). Modernist art, especially avant-gardism, m a d e a crucial mistake by
setting up a confusion between personal matters and social matters. Although the
artist demanded an absolute freedom from every institution, convention, system,
authority and so on, at the same time he/she had to take responsibility not only for
him/herself but also towards society.
Habermas talks about post-avant-garde art thus:
A n art that has b e c o m e autonomous pushes towards an ever purer
expression of the basic aesthetic experiences of a subjectivity that is
decentered and removed from spatiotemporal structures of every day life.
Subjectivity frees itself here from the conventions of daily perception and
of purposive activity, from the imperatives of work and what is merely
useful.
M o m e n t s of the cognitive and of the moral-practical c o m e into play again
in art itself, and at the level of the wealth of forms that the avant-garde set
free. It seems as if the radically differentiated moments of reason want in
such countermovements to point toward a unity—not a unity that could be

Levi-Strauss, pp.17-18.
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had at the level of world views, but one that might m e established this side
of expert cultures, in a nonreified communicative everyday practice.39
As I come to the end of this Section, and before the analysis of my works of art in
the next Section, I would like to m a k e some conclusive points.
What I have consistently enquired into in this process is, "Is there self-identity
which does not depend on collective values such as race, nation, ethnicity, religion
and gender?" I have examined this question through myself as a subject of the
experiment. A s a result, I have realised that the problem I a m confronted with is at
the same time the problem everyone is confronted with, which means it is a
universal problem.
From modern discourse to postnational and postcolonial discourse, our self is
seeking n e w identity. Against the modern era - colonial era, in the postcolonial era
various objections are taken in cultural discourse. Nevertheless I a m dissatisfied
that most of these objections are still taken by modern discourse. In other words,
basically or subconsciously the objections have not yet been freed from the Western
view, which dressed itself in postmodernism. Accordingly, most of the demurrants
willingly accept a membership in Western society, or they emphasise their cultural
identity in a loud nationalistic voice. Even here, the individual value wants to be
institutionalised. Originally, those w h o reject being institutionalised are "minority",
"difference", "strangeness" and so on, nevertheless ironically, even such
differences themselves want to be institutionalised.
If the claim for the right for the difference of race, ethnicity, religion and gender
proposed in the collective level beyond the individual level, w e cannot overcome
modernism, because modernism w a s a collectivism wearing the m a s k of
individualism. The claim for therightof individual difference contains therightof
collective difference.
I believe we must return to the self again. We must reveal everything in our self.
W e already have learnt and experienced a large number of things from our history.
W e , as a matter of fact, have already k n o w n our real self. Not averting our eyes,
w e must unvarnishedly recognise what w e are. W e are approaching the age of
reason and ethics. "Subjectivity frees itself here from the conventions of daily
perception and of purposive activity, from the imperatives of work and what is

Habermas, Vol. 2, pp.397-398.
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merely

useful."

denotes by no m e a n s a closed self, or a mistakenly

institutionalised self. Even in art where feelings, intuition, inspiration and
imagination are expected, reason and ethics are functioning. Feelings are not
antagonistic to reason, and instinct is not antagonistic to ethics. Instinct itself
contains both reason and ethics. Art consists of a perception which integrates
reason and intuition. I believe communication through art transcends both
communication by reason and strategic communication, and I believe this action
itself is called "believe".
Post-avant-garde art makes claims for unity of not only "the radically differentiated
moments of reason" but also the irrational—feelings, intuition.
After all, the anomic situation at present is a natural consequence in modern
discourse. This has caused us to forecast the coming of the age of pessimism on
the one hand, and it also proclaimed the coming of the age of reason. Such reason
must not be differentiated, such as instrumental reason, but rather integrated reason.
To build postnational and postcolonial identity, we must not repeat our mistaken
history by taking advantage of the anti-national and the anti-colonial. W e must reexamine and reconstruct the devices, the institutions, on a strictly individual level,
avoiding any collectivism, a device which w a s arbitrarily used sometimes to realise
an ideal and at other times to realise a selfish desire. W h a t criteria should w e use in
that re-examination? I propose it should be our artistic sensibility, namely feelings,
intuition and imagination. O u r artistic sensibility would help our attempts to
integrate differentiated reason, that is, to avoid a mistaken institutionalisation. W e
might at that point, realise a reconciliation between sensibility and reason.

40
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SECTION T W O
So far in the first Section, I have been enquiring into postnational and postcolonial
identity. I did not intend that investigation to be solely intellectual. Rather, I have
attached greater importance to m y integrated experience, which means m y whole
life experience including intellectual work and creation of pieces of art. I would like
to call such a whole life process "art—the creative action". I want to create m y life
itself, which is m y ultimate piece of art. I a m not talking about trite art for art's
sake. Rather, m y intention exists in assimilation of art. Experience precedes
language.

After all, language can provide no m o r e than interpretation of

experience. Therefore, w e can discuss art no further than the 'interpretation' of art.
A s a matter of fact I really want to discuss the things that are scattered between the
cracks of the interpretation, which cannot simply be gleaned by language. The
words "postnational and postcolonial identity" are no exception. Originally I did
not start m y enquiry from an awareness of these words or the concepts they
embody. M y action of enquiry and the concepts I was dealing with led m e to the
words. Therefore, thus far I have been writing about myself and about m y recent
intellectualising, to help provide an understanding of m y art work and where it
comes from.
From this point I will analyse my art work, to glean by language, what I have
scattered through the creation of art, because both experience and language are
complementary to each other.
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COLOUR PLATES

1. Myriads of Gods 1,1991, mixed media on cardboard, 112cm x 90cm.

2. Myriads of Gods 11,1991, mixed media on cardboard, 106cm x 92cm.
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3. Myriads of Gods III, 1991, mixed media on cardboard, 71cm x 105cm.

4. A Spirit in the Sky, 1991, slicks and mixed media on cardboard, 88cm x 170cm.
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5.1 A m a Slaughter Man, 1992, mixed media on cardboard, 105cm x 160cm.

Cultural Game I. 1992. bamboo, rope, and mixed media on cardboard, 120cm x 100cm.
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I

7. Cultural Game II, 1992, rope, wood and mixed media, 70cm x 88cm.

Inner Cosmos, 1992, x-rayfilmand mixed media on board, 110cm x 110cm.
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9. Hierarchy, 1993, old palings, cardboard and mixed media, 124cm x 154cm.
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10. Hierarchy, detail.
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11. Secret Desire, 1993 old palings, wire, toy soldiers and mixed media, 134cm x 153cm.

12. Tight Rope, 1993, old palings, rope and mixed media, 62cm x 81cm.
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13. Three Turtles, 1993, mixed media in box with glass cover.

14. Brush Turtle, detail, 24cm x 24cm.

15. Polluted Turtle, detail, 24cm x 24cm.
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16. Where D o I Come From? Where A m I Going?
1994, mixed media in box with perspex cover,
90cm x 60cm.
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18. Myself in a Museum.
detail. 15cm x 15cm.

an
17. Myself in a Museum. 1994. mixed media in box
with perspex cover.
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19. Peanuts Show, 1994, peanut shells, mixed media in box with glass cover.
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20. Peanuts Show, detail, 20cm x 11cm.
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21. Peanuts Show, detail, 20cm x 11cm.

22. Peanuts Show, detail, 20cm x 11cm.
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23. Classify Everything, 1994, snail shells, walnuts, golf balls in box widi glass cover,
3 pieces, each 20cm x 55cm.

24 Burden on the Back, 1994, washing pegs, snail shells, peanut shells, objects in box with glass
cover, 2 pieces 60cm x 45cm and 1 piece 60cm x 60cm.
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25. Preserve Everything, 1994, peanut shells, walnuts, objects in preserving jars in box with glass
cover.

26. Preserve Everything, detail. 33cm x 33cm.
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27. Preserve Everything, detail, 33cm x 33cm.

28. Preserve Everything, detail. 33cm x 33cm.
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29. Collect Everything I, 1994, peanut shells, glass cutter and mixed media, 60cm x 42cm.

30 Collect Everything II. 1 W 4 , peanut shells, hammer and mixed media, 60cm x 42cm.
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31. (above) Dung Beetles, 1994, Installation.
32. (below) Dung Beetles, detail, clay, computer parts, objects,
10 x 22 x 10cm.
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33. Free Range Eggs, 1994 Installation.

34 Free Ran»e Eggs, detail, clay, wire, wire-netting, computer pails, objects, 28 x 15 x 35cm.
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35. Free Range Eggs, detail. 35 x 15 x 30cm.

36. Free Range Eggs, detail. 25 x 15 x 20c
m.
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37. Free Range Eggs, detail.

38. Free Range Eggs, detail, golf balls in egg carton.
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39. Echidna Dilemma, 1994, Installation, wire, wire-netting, washing pegs, objects.
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40. Echidna Dilemma, detail.
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41. Echidna Dilemma, detail, golf balls, wire, clay objects, 30 x 25 x 15cm.

42. Echidna Dilemma, detail, washing pegs, wire, clay, objects, 35 x 30 x 20cm.
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43. For the U n k n o w n Future, 1994, Installation, 150cm x 450cm.

44. For the Unknown Future, detail, bird boxes, plastic, wood, wire, objects.
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45. Open U p the Shelter I, 1994, metal sheet, wire, electric cable, golf balls,
2 pieces, each 110cm x 45cm.
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46. Open U p the Shelter II, 1994. cloth, rope, wire, audio-tape, golf-balls,
2 pieces, each 110cm x 45cm.
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47. Open U p the Shelter III, 1994, plastic bottles, cloth, objects,
2 pieces, each 110cm x 45cm.
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48. Open U p die Shelter IV, 1994, metal sheet, vinyl pipe, audio-tape, objects,
2 pieces, each 110cm x 45cm.
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49. Open U p the Shelter V, 1994
golf-balls, egg container, objects
110cm x 45cm.

50. Open U p the Shelter V. detail.
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51. Open U p the Shelter VI, detail.

52. Open U p the Shelter II, detail.
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53. Where D o W e Hide? 1994, Installation.

54. Where D o W e Hide? 1994, Installation.
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55. Where Do W e Hide? detail.

56. Where Do W e Hide? detail.
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1 . Postnational and Postcolonial Identity as a Subject
From the late nineteen seventies to the early nineteen eighties, as I mentioned in
P A R T O N E , I was influenced by Schiele, Bacon and Hundertwasser. I was
pursuing existential human relations in a painting form, therefore m y subject matter
related to today, self-identity and human relations. But at that point, there was as
yet no cross-national or cross-ethnic point of view in m y mind.
Since, in the early eighties, the so-called "New Painting" (New Expressionism)
was introduced into Japan from Europe, I had lost m y interest in contemporary art.
I judged that in contemporary art, especially contemporary painting, all n e w
experiments had already been exhausted at that point. The recently introduced
postmodern art, especially that which was a quotation or parody of a previous
classic form, deserved to be despised as far as I a m concerned. I hardly went to see
any art exhibitions, and also lost m y interest in art magazines and the art scene. I
tried to listen only to m y inner voice. During those times artists w h o had just
started to attract m y interest were Christo and Joseph Beuys. However I could not
afford to let m y work progress from painting to installation work because of m y
totally consuming work as a school teacher and administrator. Therefore I was not
able to take any positive action, such as further personal enquiry into these forms.
Why did the work of Christo and Beuys attract me? Perhaps I might have been
attracted by their very art forms, installation art, but I must have been attracted by
their subject matter as well. In reading for this documentation over the past few
years, I have been able to gain a knowledge of their whole works for the first time.
M y previous knowledge of them was only through a few works which I had seen
in various art magazines—Valley Curtain
Christo, and the performances of Coyote

and The Pont-Neuf Wrappea

and later 7000 Oaks

in Documenta

by
7

Valley Curtain was started in 1970 and completed on August 10, 1972, at Rifle Gap,
Colorado. The curtain was made of 200,000 square feet of translucent orange woven nylon
polyamide, 110,000 pounds of steel cables, and 800 tons of concrete for the foundation.
Valley Curtain measured 1,313 feet wide, with a height of 365 feet at each end and 182 feet at
the centre. O n August 11, 28 hours after completion a gale made it necessary to dismantle the
project. (Christo Prints and Objects, 1953-1989, Abbevile Press N e w York 1988).
42
The Pont-Neuf, Wrapped, Paris, 1975-85 was realised on September 22 and disassembled
on October 7, 1985. The temporary wrapping of the 400 year old Pont-Neuf was designed to c
ontinue the successive metamorphoses that the bridge had undergone through history. It
became, for fourteen days, a work of art in itself. The shiny sandstone-coloured cloth (440,000
square feet of woven polyamide fabric) was held to the bridge's surface by 42,900 feet of rope.
The wrapping maintained the principal shapes of the bridge, accentuating reliefs while
generalising proportions and details. All expenses related to The Pont-Neuf, Wrapped were
borne by the artist through the sale of his preparatory drawings and collages as well as earlier
works. (Christo Prints and Objects.)
^
During the action / Like American and America likes me, at the Gallery Rene Block in N e w
York from 23 to 26 M a y 1974, Beuys spends four days living with a wild coyote in one of the
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by Beuys. Therefore even m y current work, mixed media, bricolage and in a
sense, installation work, was not directly influenced by them, and I had only
changed to the current work as a natural development according to m y inner voice.
I have never set out to study any particular artist for m y work, because m y concern
has not lain only in m y work itself but in h o w I sense, think and express myself.
For that reason I had certainly been interested in h o w V a n G o g h or Gauguin
thought and acted, for instance. Such interest, however, came from m y literary
interest, namely m y interest in their lives rather than in their paintings.
At this time for the first time, I have viewed Christo and Beuys from the point of
view of an artist, Norio Takamiya. In other words, I would like to analyse myself
and m y work through a comparison with them. I often feel difficulty in explaining
m y work, because most of m y works are started by an intuitive, instinctive or
unconscious motive. Therefore, to analyse such works, I have used these external
criteria to form a comparative framework.
When I was reviewing the works of Christo and Beuys at this time, one key phrase
kept coming into m y mind, which was "postnational identity". I discovered that
they, being ahead of their times, had already investigated postnational identity,
which became an extremely significant word in the post-Cold W a r era. Therefore, I
would like to examine their art in comparison with m y works mainly in terms of
postnational identity.
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Gallery's exhibition rooms. (Joseph Beuys, Drawings Objects Prints, Institute of Foreign
Cultural Relations, 1989.)
For the inauguration of Documenta 7 (19 June - 28 September 1982) Beuys plants the first of
7000 Oaks in Kassel, an action which, lasting a whole year, attracts considerable international
notice (Joseph Beuys, Drawings Objects Prints.)
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A)

CHRISTO AS A STRANGER

A s I discussed in Section One, I see Kristeva's perspective, that w e are all
strangers, foreigners and outsiders, as extremely important for postnational
identity. In that context the life history in which Christo was born in Bulgaria and
later lived in France and America must have given him the sense of being a stranger
(Kristeva was also born in Bulgaria and is n o w living in Paris). Besides this, the
life history of Christo has another interesting experience, which is:
O f the m a n y memories of Christo's youth in Bulgaria, one should be
emphasised. While attending the Academy of Art in 1952-55 he regularly
spent weekends with groups of students working in the country. Their
job was to prettify the scenery along the route of the Orient Express
through Bulgaria, to impress the travellers from Capitalist countries. T h e
students were sent to agricultural co-ops where they advised the farmers
h o w to show off their tractors and other machinery to best advantage; they
also showed them h o w to cover their haystacks with tarps in order to
improve the rural landscape.4

When I discovered this interesting story, I gained a fuller insight into a major part
of the motivation and the meaning of his works. I was certainly attracted by his
wrapping and packaging, because I had learnt in his works the relationship between
the exterior and the interior, or form and content, the relationship between visual
perception and imagination, in our recognition of an object. Therefore, at that
point, I had not yet understood the political and social meanings of his works.
However, at this time by investigating his biographical background and the story of
the Orient Express, I became extremely interested in his sense of identity and his
political message, because, I read in his wrapping, a metaphoric anger against the
idea that authority arbitrarily alters or conceals the truth, or draws a boundary line
by a political tug-of-war. If so, w e can easily read from "Valley Curtain in
Colorado" a political meaning, which is associated with the Berlin Wall. Further,
his rejection of any public funding and private sponsorship in order to keep artistic
freedom, m a y very well be connected with his biographical background—growing
up in a communist country. It is also clear in his remarks, " M y origins are very
important to what I do. Fundamental in a way. I o w e a lot to m y parent's h o m e
and to m y education in Sofia."46
When I understood that his life history influenced his sense of identity and his
works, I could not help projecting myself into his position, that is, I could not help

Christo Prints and Objects, 1953-1989, Abbeville Press N e w York, 1988, p.14.
Christo Prints and Objects, p.13.
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comparing the relationship between myself and Japan, myself and the West and
myself and society with Christo's story. A s mentioned in P A R T O N E of m y
biographical essay, I grew up in a Japanese rural area and I simultaneously envied
the urban life and the West. Although I deeply loved m y natural environment, I
was always feeling myself to be a stranger to m y surroundings. Since I began
living in Australia, this sense of strangeness in m y mind has unexpectedly
decreased, because it is absolutely natural for a foreigner. Therefore, n o w I realise
deeply that w e are all strangers, wherever w e live. N o w I feel that, during m y days
in Japan, I was always wrapped by a transparent film at one time, by a beautiful
wrapping paper at another time and by a black curtain at yet another time. In m y
Australian days I seem to have been undoing such wrapping. However, on the
other hand, I have also acutely realised the existence of another thick curtain, that
is, the difference of race, ethnicity, nation and religion. In other words, I have
realised the truth of which Christo's Valley Curtain and Running Fence

speak,

and which exists everywhere in the world.
Such a sense is strongly projected into my works. For me, the wrapping is
connected with an image of "shelter". It includes the images of:
a. protecting a weak and innocent existence,
b. a place of refuge from peril,
c. a hospital to heal,
d. eliminating the other,
e. isolating from the other.
Such images of shelter became a metaphor for the collective value of race, nation,
ethnicity, religion and gender.
The images a., b. and c. connect with my works in PLATES 1, 2, 3, 4, 5. At that
time (1990-1991) I must have unconsciously wanted a place to heal m y anxiety and
fear, which c a m e from some difficulty. I was very nervous because of m y
unfamiliarity with m y n e w environment and also because of a severe injury from a
bicycle accident.

Early in my time in Australia, I fell off a bicycle and was very badly injured. I w
in hospital for one month and after operations was left with metal plates in m y hip
47

Running Fence, Sonoma and Marin Counties, California, 1972-76. Running Fence, 18 feet
high and 24.5 miles long, extended east-west near Freeway 101, north of San Francisco, on the
private properties of 59 ranchers, following the rolling hills and dropping down to the Pacific
Ocean at Bodega Bay. It crossed 14 roads and the town of Valley Ford, leaving passage for
cars, cattle and wildlife. Running Fence was completed on September 10, 1976 (Christo Prints
and Objects.)
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and leg. I could only walk with crutches for six months and after learning to walk
again had to accustom myself to moving with constant pain, great difficulty and
even n o w with a permanent limp. This broken body of a stranger and this learning
to be another person happened at the same time as I was a stranger in m y n e w
country. This double strangeness produced m a n y difficult and confusing things.
The metaphor of the stranger in a strange land was also echoed by m y position of
stranger in a strange body. Naturally I was in a state of great insecurity and
vulnerability. In those days I tried anchoring m y hope on the primitive, namely
something unpoisoned by modern civilisation, because a tendency of anticivilisation still remained in m y mind. Therefore I was interested in indigenous
cultures. In other words, I was under the influence of the new-age philosophy,
which adopted uncivilised wisdom as an alternative to m o d e m civilisation. At the
same time there must have been a psychology, where m y vulnerability produced a
strong identification with the indigenous cultures. Therefore, the images of shelter,
which protects vulnerable and innocent existences often appeared in m y works.
The covers of glass and perspex in PLATES 13, 14, 15 and PLATES 16, 17,
connect with d. and e.—the negative image of shelter, that is of isolation,
concealment and authorisation. The reason the image of shelter changed from the
positive to the negative is caused by m y o w n experience in Australia and by the
changes in the international situation. In other words, it is caused by m y human
view and world-view changing, because of m y recognition of nationalism and
racism. T o view it in global terms, the collapse of the Cold-War structure ironically
has brought about further ethnic and racial conflicts on the one hand, and a large
number of immigrants, refugees and illegal workers surging to developed countries
on the other. A s w e know, Australia is not an exception. For example, the positive
reception of overseas tourists, immigrants and students is ironically causing a rise
in racial tension.
Such changes of social circumstances manifest the contradictions of consciousness
which are originally latent. In such manifested contradictions, what I reacted to
most sensitively w a s the hierarchical order in races or ethnicity.

Racial

discrimination, which I have never really experienced as a victim, has turned into a
reality for m e in Australia. I need to preface m y comments by saying, I do not
think this country's racial discrimination is particularly bad, in comparison with
other countries, including Japan. (As I have mentioned before, the racial prejudice
of ordinary Japanese to coloured people, except for white people, is extremely
strong.) The point I want to stress is in terms of a latent discriminatory sense in our
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deepest mind, of not only the White, but also all people, which has been imprinted
historically, socially and conventionally. The hierarchy of White-Yellow-Black (or
White-Black-Yellow) lurks firmly deep in our consciousness. Furthermore, a more
subdivided hierarchy is lurking in each race. T o give even the simplest and crudest
examples: in white Australia, there are English, Scottish, Irish, Southern European,
Middle European; in Asia, Japanese, Chinese, Korean, South East Asian; even in
China, there are Mainland Chinese, H o n g Kongnese, Taiwanese, overseas
Chinese—it is endless.
According to my own experience, such hierarchies are even fixed in the
relationships a m o n g overseas students in the University, where I have been
studying. This hierarchy basically stems from h o w a particular country's economy
and technology has advanced, that is, the degree of its westernisation. Not only the
Japanese but also most Asians have an inferiority complex to the white Westerners
and Western culture, as I have frequently mentioned.

T h e master-slave

relationship, originally m a d e in the colonial era and already institutionally
abolished, has still remained psychologically. Furthermore this relationship has
transformed into the more intricate relationship between "the n e w masters and the
n e w slaves."48 Regardless of "old" or "new", it is a constant that this relationship
stems from the recognition of social order. Further, such recognition results in a
pecking order even a m o n g "slaves". Slaves w h o want to be in the master's favour
vie with one another. Needless to say, this relationship is not only found between
the W e s t and the East. Unless w e can clear away the hierarchical structure both
institutionally and psychologically, it will never disappear. Besides, under the
anomie of the present days the pecking order is worsening. In such circumstances
people want to withdraw into shelters and hide behind shields as authorities.
I have created shelters of wire netting, barbed wire and so on as metaphors of such
a psychology.
Do we really need the shelters?

Kristeva, Julia. Strangers to Ourselves, Columbia University Press 1991, ppl9-20..
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B)

JOSEPH BEUYS AND POSTNATIONAL IDENTITY

A s one of the last avant-garde artists, Joseph Beuys seeks modern Man's identity.
H e , as an avant-garde and idealist, attempts to completely free the h u m a n spirit
from any institutions. Therefore be devotes himself to accusing modern m a n and
modern society. H e gives priority to the seeking of self-identity over all other
things. According to m y interpretation, a strong pessimism lies at the bottom of his
idealism. H e always seeks alternatives to modern civilisation. The objects he uses
for his works—felt, ambulance, coyote, tree and so o n — a r e metaphors for "the
wounded" w h o is victimised and exploited by modern civilisation. The wounded,
of course, implies himself and ourselves, and he finally places his hopes, as a
remedy for the wound, on the power of thought. H e says:
Thinking is a structured thing, with intelligent on the lowest level, and on
the highest level intuition, inspiration and imagination. So a lot of
possibilities exist for the development of man's thought and thinking
49

power.
He sees the power of thinking and will as an integrated power of not only
intelligence but also intuition, inspiration and imagination. H e does not have any
illusions about Western civilisation, not about both Capitalism and Marxism. H e
sees this power as the key to allowing h u m a n beings to use their will and assert
themselves as individuals.
Everyone would look inwards, should in fact give words within
themselves to whatever their feeling and thinking bring, allowing thinking
to influence the will, and the will language, so that there develops an everrising spiral process there an acute ego-consciousness, a will to self50
assertion, must arise in every h u m a n being
Through the intensive enquiry of this study, I have discovered analogies between
Beuys' thought and mine. I would like to trace them.

49

^

From his interviews with William Furlong and Stuart Morgan, 1985. German Art Now,
St. Martins Press N e w York 1989, p.22.
From a speech given at the Miinchner Kammerspielle, 1975. German Art Now, p.23.
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Show Your Wound
The motif of the wound or, the wounded, frequently appears in Beuys' work and is
very familiar to m e , being one of the most important motifs in m y work as well
( P L A T E S 15, 34, 35, 36, 46). According to his biographical record, be served as
a bombardier in the Second World W a r , and he sustained serious wounds from a
plane crash. His experience of the wounded must have influenced his later life, as I
can easily imagine from m y experience of m y o w n serious traffic accident. H e
spoke as follows in an interview of 1977:
I certainly feel though that the things I have experienced in my life have
not been without effect. The last world war was one such example, and
personal experience of aspects of that did in fact influence the conception
of some objects....art depends only on experience and experiences should
of course relate to the objective keys of understanding on a universal

H e actually attempts to express universal truth through personal experience. Such
52

an attitude is expressed in his remark, "Show your wound." In this he refers to
the causes of the illness deep within human beings. In his performance Coyote, I
like America and America Likes Me. (1974) he adopts a coyote as a symbol of the
imprisoned. It is also a metaphor for victims such as American Indians, and for
Western history. Demosthenes Dawetas states about Coyote:
Man today is generally acknowledged as a wounded being, which is a de
facto condition of American, but at the same time, is a "Western"
situation. This is the reason w h y Beuys' performance began in an
ambulance. Well, what is the vehicle's destination? It has to be the place
where "the wounded" exists: America and the Western world and their
antagonism between Nature and Technology, Nature and Culture, Art and
Science, and the "Money-God" (which copies of the Wall Street Journal
evoked). W h a t is the aim of this operation? Nothing but the fundamental
will to materialise a desire: that the wound closes and heals and that after
that, physiologically, the two incompatible forces (the coyote on the one
hand and the isolated individual enveloped in felt on the other) start to
coexist in harmonious symbiosis.
Beuys, as a wounded member of Western society, looks squarely at his own
wound, which is simultaneously everyone's wound. He admits there his bi-polar

standpoints as a Westerner, both an assailant and a victim. To dare to repeat, the
Joseph Beuys Multiples, edited by Jorg Schellmann and Bernd Kluster, N e w York
University Press, 1980, interview Part 2, June 1977.
German Art Now, p.35.
German Art Now, p.22.
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problem is not only his o w n but also ours. W e generally tend to want peace of
mind by putting our positions on the side of victims or by pitying the victims.
However, such a hypocritical attitude is impeached by the relativisation of values in
the present situation.
I strongly sympathise with his attitude, the ambivalence of being both an assailant
and a victim, and such ambivalence is I believe projected into m y work. This is
discussed along with other elements in later analyses of individual works.
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E v e r y b o d y is an Artist
I am particularly attracted to these particular remarks by Beuys:
The sentence, "Everybody is an artist," simply means to point out that the
h u m a n being is a creative being, that he is creative, and what's more, that
he can be productive in a great m a n y difference ways.
If he is being politically repressed, as in the present, then his productivity
will subside. That's w h y w e live in an era which is not particularly
productive. If people had really achieved their spiritual, social or
democratic goals, if they themselves were able to determine the course of
production, then humanity inevitably would become more productive.

From that general statement of repression and therefore lack of productivity, he then

goes on to talk about the barren and isolated art world captured by intellectuals an
not connected to the realities of human existence. Only when art gets back to

belonging to being based in general life issues and close to human creativity in its
widest sense, will it become a meaningful part of human life once more. He states:
We have to create a new base for art because the base of present art has
become terribly restricted during the course of the political development of
the last 100 years. It has become the territory of a few intellectuals, far
from the life of the people. But if the concept of art becomes
anthropological it is totalised and really does refer to h u m a n creativity, to
h u m a n work and not simply the work of artists. W h y anyway, should the
term art refer to the work of painters and sculptors? That is simply a
restriction that never existed before.
The anthropological art Beuys calls for reminds be of bricolage. He criticised the
fact that the present art had become too differentiated. It is clear that his ideal

of art is in that state of art, which has not yet been differentiated into fine arts.

other words, it is the state in which art and magic (or religion), already referred t
by Levi Strauss, have not yet been differentiated. I empathise with his thought.
My preference for bricolage is based on a concept similar to Beuys' point of view.
Therefore, "Everybody is an Artist" also became my motto.
This tendency in my art works is conspicuous in PLATES 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6. These
works were under the influence of primitivism. I sought for the spiritual, which we
modern people have lost, in the primitive or pre-modern era, when we coexisted

Schellmann and Kluster, interview Part 2, June 1977.
Shellmann and Kluster.
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with the magical. I judged that time of the primitive and spiritual to be a good
medicine for the disease of modern civilisation. I was particularly searching for a
good shelter, to heal m y wound, both mentally and physically. A s a result, the
images of the innocent and vulnerable being protected by a spiritual power are
found in these works.
In terms of the materials, I have used common things—cardboard, wooden sticks,
bamboo, hemp-rope and so on. I preferred vegetable materials to metal materials as
a metaphor for the anti-modern. I used a primitive technique, giving an appearance
of being easy to make, with a rough quality like the sort of work found in child
craft. I deliberately turned away from the notion of the well-finished piece, not as a
denial of the beauty and power of the individually crafted object, but because of the
equation with the modern.
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Beuys a n d Postnational Identity
Beuys keenly criticised the aspect of cultural imperialism in Western modernism.
Moreover, importantly, his criticism is simultaneously a self-criticism—of himself
as a Westerner. I attach great importance to this point in the self-identity issue. He,
as a Westerner, is an assailant on one hand and he is also a victim of Eastern
Civilisation. For him, to criticise Western civilisation is simultaneously to look at
his o w n wound. Therefore he said, "Show your wound."
The identity he sought was not as a winner, who would lead and manipulate people
all over the world, nor as a loser w h o was victimised by the West. It was another
identity which coexisted as both a winner and a loser. The "emancipation theory"
instigated—against the Western identity as a conqueror—the anti-imperial or anticolonial identity, which was a liberation from an identity as a victim. A n identity as
a victim cannot help but inevitably disappear with the extinction of an assailant. If
colonialism becomes completely extinct, anti-colonialism should* also become
extinct. Therefore, an identity as a victim is a temporal identity—not perfect.
W h e n w e (particularly non-Westerners) discuss cultural identity, w e tend to take a
view of, "Conserve the disappearing culture". This view stems from a sense of
victimisation to s o m e extent, however, except in exceptional cases, there is no
absolute assailant or victim. Although I do not intend to be acquitted of the
responsibility of being an assailant, at the same time I do not accept such an
absolutism as "a victim is always just".
In the present post-Cold War days, the class struggle theory between oppressors
and victims has become completely bankrupted. Further, the remarkable economic
development of Asian countries is re-drawing the sociogram between developed
countries and under-developed countries. A s a result, "Money G o d " has revived in
the place of "Class Enemy". O n the other hand, the people w h o are abandoned by
" M o n e y G o d " seek a n e w enemy, such as a religious enemy or ethnic enemy. The
solidarity of victims and the need to overthrow c o m m o n enemies are still alive.
What we have to learn from Beuys is his suggestions about identity, which is of a
coexistent identity as both assailant and victim. Strangers are seen as both
assailants and victims. Generally, in the personal context the stranger is isolated
and excluded on two counts: seen as assailant because of being feared for his or
her strangeness and outsiderness as the unknown, and therefore to be treated
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carefully, warily and not trusted: on the other hand also seen as victim because of
being categorised into the minority, therefore to be alienated from the system,
customs and culture of the majority. W e can cite as an example the rise of the Neonazis—alienated from their majority society and in that sense victims—who look
for persons, stranger than themselves as another target. Generally, they choose
other ethnic groups, to w h o m they can act as assailants. T h e whole thing is
circular, and one could also say, that because they choose first of all to follow a
credo of the assailant—to victimise the weak or different—they place themselves in
the position of alienation (victim) in relation to the majority in their society.
During my first three years in Australia I had been enquiring into my identity as a
Japanese. I w a s frequently tormented by a guilty feeling about the Japanese
atrocities in the Second World W a r , but on the other hand I also felt angry about
Western colonial history. I, at that point realised that Japan historically has two
sides of being both a victim to the West and an assailant to other Asian countries. I
realised that w e (the Japanese) were (are) both assailants and victims. Furthermore,
I also felt myself to be a stranger in Japanese history and Japanese society. I took
up this issue in m y works in 1993 (see Hierarchy and Secret Desire in the next
Section and P L A T E S 9,10, 11).
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2 SPIRITUAL BRICOLEUR
W h e n Walter Benjamin wrote, "Mechanical reproduction eliminates aura from art,"
in his The Work

of Art in Mechanical

Reproduction, he w a s referring to

photography and films as mechanical reproduction. However, this mechanical
reproduction technology has progressed tremendously over the years since then.
T V , video, computer graphics and even the ultimate form, virtual reality, have
emerged. The science fictional experience has been realised such that a viewer can
enter into the computer graphics and experience another world. If Benjamin were
alive in these present days, what would he say? His definition of Aura was, "The
unique phenomenon of a distance however close it m a y be."56 However, virtual
reality will change our senses of distance. T V had m a d e it possible for us to see
what is going on in the world without moving from our couches, nevertheless w e
haven't been able to enter the inside of T V images. However, surprisingly virtual
reality has m a d e such an experience possible. In this case, where is aura? I think
aura exists even in virtual reality, but is transformed into "new aura". T h e
mechanical reproduction, which once had eliminated aura, has eventually created an
aura by high technology. Perhaps virtual reality will bring about the decay of our
imagination. People could think imagination is not something generated by
themselves but something to be given to us by a machine. In this case, high
technology would have begun reproducing even aura and imagination itself. W e
can even enter the anti-scientific world mechanically, such as the "mythical world"
or the world of "the savage mind". W e have already entered the age in which w e
cannot distinguish reproduction from creation, fiction from reality, and simulation
from actuality.
Such new auras and imaginations are, however, no more than virtual ones.
Although w e can utilise virtual reality for practical use, it cannot completely satisfy
us. W e have to pursue a real experience as well. The continued need for humans
to engage with the 'object' as maker, collector, or viewer, confirms this. I place the
world of bricolage as being directly opposite the world of virtual reality. Bricolage
is never compatible with virtual reality. In bricolage w e communicate directly with
materials and there is an equal relationship between person and materials. It is a
symbiotic relationship between person and materials, in which materials are never
manipulated for their profits alone. It is only in such a relationship, that materials
emanate their o w n auras, and the h u m a n partner can receive their auras. I love this
bricoleurish world deeply. If our reason performs its duty without being paralysed
56

Benjamin, Walter, pp.224-225.
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by material desire and the expediency of technology, both aura and bricolage will
surely live together with us.
Within this documentation I feel I must analyse my works, and yet I feel that
written language is inadequate for this operation. I admit that language is the most
practical and efficient means of h u m a n communication, and I love literature,
nevertheless, it is also true that I could not use it to satisfy m y communication
needs, even from the time of m y childhood. Therefore I was attracted by visual art
and this is closely related to m y preference for aura and bricolage. I have been
hoping to express m y feelings and ideas as directly as possible without any medium
such as language. I have been wanting a more direct communication.

My

preference for aura and bricolage derives from such a tendency. Communication
heart to heart was m y impossible dream. What I have in m y mind resonates directly
with what someone else has in their mind, that was m y dream. Such being the case
I wanted to perceive the auras of things and persons. I will keep seeking for such
aura and bricolage from n o w on. However there is also value in analysis and selfreflection and there processes m a y be of value to others in gaining insight into this
reflection. In fact it m a y even expand the original resonance from the viewing the
work. W o u l d I have had a complete understanding of the work of Beuys, for
instance, if I had not had access to his written thoughts on his artistic
communication? Therefore I m a k e the following analyses in the hope that m y selfreflection m a y resonate in the mind and heart of a reader, as well as a viewer of m y
works.
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Hierarchy

and Secret Desire ( P L A T E S 9, 10, 11)

These two works are extremely significant for me. As I mentioned previously, I
was able to objectify Japan for the first time in Australia, and I examined Japanese
history over and over again in those days. A s a result, I keenly realised the gravity
of "the Emperor System of Japan" called the Tenno system in Japanese modern
history.

The responsibility for the tragedy of the Second World W a r was an

especially heavy issue. Although the Emperor System was deprived of its political
and legal force as a system by the defeat at the end of the Second World W a r , its
latent power is still strong at present. In Japan, freedom of expression is of course
authorised by the constitution, nevertheless criticism of the Emperor System is
virtually taboo. T h e reason is very intricate: firstly because of the ghost of
Tennoism

(emperorism) in elderly people, secondly the threat of right wing

terrorism, thirdly the opportunism and subtle use of Tennoism for political control
by the conservative parties.
Freedom of expression is an extremely important issue for every artist. The
influence of this invisible pressure by the Emperor System is enormously serious
for freedom of expression. This invisible pressure, without any legal force
compels people to regulate themselves. For example, when Emperor Hirohito died,
all the press were steeped in mourning; when Emperor Akihito ascended the throne
and w h e n the C r o w n Prince married, all the mass media in Japan were full of
glorification—all of this without criticism. The bloody history attached to the
system was a completely untouchable issue. However such self-regulation has no
rationality. For w h o m and for what does the mass media self-regulate its reports?
If, for example a violent scene is self-regulated on T V for a moral reason for
children, it is reasonable. But in the reports in terms of the Emperor or the Emperor
System there is no such rational judgement. There is only opportunism, in order to
avoid any troubles or for fear of the Rightists. Accordingly, a tacit understanding
58

of which, "The criticising of the Emperor System is taboo." has been established.
This sense of taboo is imprinted not only in journalists but also in artists and even
the general public. I, as a matter of course, was imprinted with such a sense of
Again I use idiosyncratic English in the name, "Emperor System" Refer to Footnote 3.
In fact, recently an artist w h o tried to use photographs of the Imperial Family was
compelled to modify his work, and in m y case this invisible pressure m a d e it difficult for
m e to have the courage to choose this subject and to use a book about Emperor Hirohito
in m y latest installation.
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taboo as well. I regard this as extremely serious in terms of the artist's ethics. I a m
convinced that an artist must maintain freedom from any authorities, nevertheless,
on the other hand, he or she also must have artistic ethics. For example the sort of
expression, which incites a murder or racism should be regulated. It should not be
by any external pressure such as a law. It must be by self-regulation. The
guarantee of freedom of expression is the foundation of democracy and must be
maintained, even with such paradoxes as allowing freedom of expression to the
fascist, w h o denies freedom of expression itself.

In my works titled Hierarchy and Secret Desire, I intended to criticise the mentali
of the Japanese including myself, which tacitly permits the Emperor System. Deep
d o w n I prefer not to express a political message by an art form, and I a m also
critical of social realism, therefore these two were produced in order not to simply
criticise the Emperor System itself, but rather to break d o w n the sense of taboo in
myself. Thus, these are extremely personal works, although their subjects are
political.
In Hierarchy I have represented a Hierarchical structure of Japanese society, from
the top to the bottom as; the Emperor, hi-tech industry, the mass media, the nuclear
power plant, the army, the farmer, indigenous people and the natural environment.
The base, a metaphor for a dying culture, is an assemblage of thirteen waste
palings, which used to fence m y flat. O n e day that old wooden fence was removed
as part of a renovation. The open environment, without the fence, brought about
ambivalent feelings in m e — a feeling of freedom and also an anxiety about nonprotection. O n the next day a n e w metal fence was built. The successor was m u c h
cleaner and stronger than the predecessor. I have not been able to become fond of
the successor because of its coldness and lack of relationship to the h u m a n
dimension. I felt I was shut away from the outside m u c h more than before. A s a
result, I realised that the wooden fence had not shut out the outside world
completely, and I was able to feel it had been a w a r m protection, The metal one,
for m e , w a s nothing but a cold wall to isolate myself from the outside. Further,
w h e n I was looking at a pile of waste palings, I felt them to be part of a good old
dying culture, because the shape of each paling reminded m e of a wooden tablet set
up behind an old Japanese grave for the repose of the dead. I desired to infuse
another life into the waste palings.

In Secret Desire I have tried to represent the real desire of Japanese society, hid
by a plausible appearance. The white papers tied to the wire netting are called
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omikuji (a written oracle), which people get at Shinto shrines and Buddhist temples
to let them k n o w their fortunes. After reading the omikuji, they usually tie it to
anything nearby, such as a branch of a tree or wire netting and so on. Sometimes
w h e n I saw a wire netting fence becoming white with omikuji papers, it reminded
m e of an assemblage of h u m a n desire. The two powers, ugly technology and the
army—set on the waste palings—here enclose this collection of desire from both
above and below. Inside the omikuji papers I have written various desires, such as
material desire, sexual desire, and so on.
I was greatly satisfied at the completion of these two works. The satisfaction did
not c o m e from knowing whether or not they were successful as pieces of art. It
c a m e from the carrying out of m y long-standing duty to myself. I had a similar
experience, w h e n I finished painting three self-portraits as part of graduation work,
and a year later w h e n I finished the portraits of m y mother. I felt the same
satisfaction at this time. I sometimes paint a picture in order to step into the next
stage in m y mental life. After all, the process, which has shifted from those selfportraits, to the portraits of m y mother and n o w to these two works in this later
time, was an enquiry into m y origin, which means something beyond m y rational
effort. That is, w e cannot choose parents, family, country of birth and history. W e
are all born in particular conditions. I had felt such condition as fetters, and I
strongly wanted to break the fetters—my origin, m y parents, m y family, m y
country and myself. O f course w e are never completely freed from such fetters,
nevertheless I certainly draw a clear line in m y psychological stages before and after
such memorial works. B y finishing these two works, I definitely sensed that some
unidentified burdens had gone from m y body. This was m y biggest harvest from
Hierarchy and Secret Desire.
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Museum

Series (PLATES 13 - 30)

In the previous work, I criticised Japan and the Japanese including myself. That
was attempted in order to clear away m y unnecessary self-regulation from a sense
of taboo. I judge at this point it was successful. I was n o w able to objectify Japan
more than before and as a result, I realise that the peculiarity of Japan was actually,
at the same time, a universality as well. Every country or culture, including Japan,
has a peculiarity to its o w n history, background and problems. In other words, I
realised that a universal answer was induced by relativising a peculiarity. Even so,
I must say that there is no universal answer, and all are peculiar. All values are
relative, therefore a value is variously evaluated depending on the criteria. This rerecognition of the relativity of value has m a d e m e a further step free. The serious
conflicts w e are confronted with at present in terms of race, ethnicity and religion,
give us a pessimistic view, if w e regard every single problem as the absolute. I
judge the present situation to be extremely serious, nevertheless I never give up the
optimism brought by a relative view.
With such a view I produced the following works called Museum Series. When I
a m in a m u s e u m , I sometimes hear the exhibits (stuffed animals, fossils, relics)
crying. O f course I do not hear their real cries, nevertheless I sometimes cannot
help responding to the spirits or auras of the exhibits. I strongly sympathise with
their situations. They are confined in the display cases far away from where they
ought to be. I presume this feeling comes from m y "savage mind", because when I
look at the exhibits with scientific interest, such a feeling never comes up.
M u s e u m s have been built as part of our scientific ways of thinking. Although I do
not deny this scientific thought, I cannot but help catching the smell of colonialism
and imperialism, which means endless h u m a n desire. W h y do w e collect,
preserve, evaluate, classify and display everything? This question motivated the
Museum Series.
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The Museum

Series

Myself in a Museum

( P L A T E S 17 and 18)

I have attempted to relativise Japanese history in this work. I made the various
fossil-like objects—trilobite, Noh mask, bamboo comb, folding fan and so o n — a s
representations of traditional Japanese culture. T h e mechanical parts, computer
parts, waste materials and so on as representations of modern Japanese culture. I
put them into twenty four boxes and covered them with perspex boards, and then I
arranged the uncovered self-portrait at the centre of them.
Whenever national identity is discussed, traditional culture is referred to as a
positive example, and whenever traditional culture is discussed, the oldness is
positively evaluated. Is a careless association such as "oldness = tradition =
cultural identity" imprinted on our consciousness? Or, are all cultures good? Does
evaluating one culture positively result in evaluating another culture negatively? T o
give an example, Noh theatre, typical of Japanese traditional culture, was purified
and refined by concentrating the power and wealth into the warrior class, so to
consider its social background, Noh theatre is based on the sacrifice of a great
number of poor people. W e can see similar examples all over the world. Generally
refined cultures tend to be produced by the concentration of power and wealth to a
specific class. O f course, I a m not saying that such cultural heritages are worthless.
W h a t I stress is that every culture is evaluated depending on a personal yard-stick,
and further, that yard-stick fluctuates according to the situation of society and the
times. Today's treasure m a y turn into tomorrow's rubbish and vice versa. I
attempt such a relativisation and questioning of all values through this work.
Everything will certainly become a fossil in the future.
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Peanuts Show

(PLATE 19-22)

This work consists of six wooden specimen boxes with a glass cover. In each box,
white - black - yellow - red coloured peanuts, metaphors for race, are pinned.
White peanuts are pinned on a circuit board, black peanuts on colourful beads,
yellow peanuts on golden rice and red peanuts are on the desert sand. A n d the
peanuts in the right-hand box, called "hybrid peanuts", are painted in multi-colours.
When I was a primary school boy, I collected insects and placed these specimens in
a cardboard box for homework in the summer holidays. I hunted as m a n y cicadas
as I could—I think the species were less than ten. I injected an antiseptic into them
to preserve them and they were killed by the injection, because the antiseptic
seemed to be a poison for them. Because the cicadas fold their legs when they die,
I carefully straightened their legs, otherwise I could not see their legs in the
specimen box. Gluing corks into the box as a foundation, I pinned the cicadas onto
the corks. Then I consulted a picture book of insects and put labels with the name
and peculiarities beside each cicada. Finally I covered the box with a sheet of
cellophane paper. I was really satisfied to see the finished work. The cicadas were
tidily classified in the box, and at the same time, they appeared as if alive. W h e n I
look back n o w at m y satisfaction at that point, it is hard to explain accurately w h y I
was satisfied. Although 1 felt guilty killing the cicadas, I also felt them to be
beautiful in the specimen box. W a s I enjoying killing them? Probably not. If so,
w h y was I satisfied? N o w I can presume that I was in some w a y enjoying giving
eternal life to them, by killing, injecting the antiseptic, classifying and preserving
them in the specimen box. Moreover, I suspect it gave m e a pleasant feeling to be
able to rule and reign over them, just like a fascist. I, of course, did not notice such
secret pleasure at that point. However, I cannot clearly deny that such secret
pleasure existed as the basis of m y satisfaction at that time.
Whenever I see specimens in a museum, I cannot help thinking about both the
cruelty of making a specimen and the sadness of being turned into a specimen, with
m y m e m o r y of the above experience. Moreover, w e can even see h u m a n
specimens in museums. In fact, w e , just like the tiny peanuts, are classified into
White, Black, Yellow and Red to discriminate ourselves.
Do we make specimens of ourselves to have power to rule over ourselves? If so,
w h o decides the roles of victim and assailant?
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Classify Everything ( P L A T E 23)
Thirty snail shells (top), walnuts (middle) and golf balls (bottom) are classified in
the three boxes with glass covers. In each box, each of three coloured groups—
white, yellow and black—are included, and every snail shell, walnut and golf ball
is numbered.

These tidily classified objects are primarily metaphors for a

conformist society like Japan. However, I ascribe multi-layered meanings to them
as well.
The snail shells form a group as animals, the walnuts as plants and the golf balls
man-made, mass produced objects. Although they are indistinguishable at first
glance, all individuals of the first two groups are seen to be different to one another,
if they are minutely observed, because they are products of nature, and the latter—
golf balls—are all entirely the same, because the sameness is the very aim of mass
production. W e classify things in order to distinguish them. W e name or number
things in order to classify them. Through such actions w e begin building a
relationship to things, sometimes a close relationship, and sometimes a humandominated relationship. Whenever walnut-A and walnut-B are named, their equal
relationship is inevitably destroyed, because, distinguishing is nothing but
recognising difference.

Moreover, recognising difference is a basis for

discrimination, because it contains a value judgement. Without any value
judgement, can w e recognise any difference? C a n w e accept the difference of
colours—white, black and yellow—as a pure image on the retina without evaluation
such as like or dislike, beautiful or ugly. Are w e always the same of different?
Such questions have not faded from m y mind.
On the one hand, both snail shells and walnuts have auras associated with the
uniqueness of natural products, but on the other hand golf balls (mass products)
ought not to have auras. Nevertheless, I (we) m a y even feel auras from the golf
balls in this box. W h y ?

I have frequently had the same experience as this in

museums. T o give an example, I have seen an egg-like stone in a museum, which
was discovered in the stomach of a dinosaur. That stone, which aided the digestion
in the stomach, is not distinguishable in appearance from ordinary stones on the
beach. However, when it is importantly displayed in a glass case in the museum, it
suddenly emits aura.

This is caused by our psychology, namely our

preconceptions, which c o m e from the positioning of display or from our
recognition, or reading of the meaning. Therefore it does not of itself really emit
aura. W e discover (create) another meaning for the stone, different to its original
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meaning (physical meaning), and w e share the n e w meaning imaginatively
(appreciation), so accordingly w e create an aura for the stone. This action could be
called an artistic action, and in reality it is a kind of dissimulation such as in
Duchamp's concept of 'the ready made'.
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Preserve Everything ( P L A T E S 25 - 28)
Because all things are in a state of flux, w e have a desire for security and
permanence. W e want to create a state of apparent stability, so the behaviour of
preserving things in some w a y derives from our desire to rule time—the past, the
present and the future.

Preservation is based on the desire to maintain the comfortable state of the present,
that is to fix the present. W e desire to keep foods tasty and fresh. W e desire to
keep our cars in good condition. W e desire to keep ourselves young, beautiful and
healthy. W e also desire to keep ourselves in wealth, power and of good
reputation—namely our satisfactory states. A s it is clear that w e do not desire to
keep our unsatisfactory states, w e desire our happiness to continue endlessly.
Therefore preservation is psychologically conservative because of its basis in
maintaining the status quo.
On the other hand preservation is an investment in the future. We make preservable
goods and store them in case of food shortage or a contingency. If no fish can be
caught because of storm, smoked fish can be substituted for them. If w e cannot
harvest any vegetables because of drought, w e can eat pickled or canned vegetables
as a substitute. W e also save m o n e y for our old age. W e provide for the future
because w e cannot foresee the future. These actions c o m e from our anxiety against
this uncertain future, so w e store things to repress our anxiety.
Further, preservation is also an exploitation of the past. We desire to preserve our
past which has disappeared, in m u s e u m s , libraries, video-tapes, films, photoalbums, diaries and so on. W e look back to the happy past with nostalgia, w e learn
from the past in order to create a better future, and w e take advantage of an
authority of the past for the present. In other words w e preserve the past for
present and future needs.

In these various aspects of preservation, I try to draw attention to its negative sid
that is our egoistic desires, which are glimpsed behind the positive side. T o utilise
the past for the future, or to provide the present for the future; to desire to memorise
past happiness or to maintain the present happiness, which are natural desires, are
likely to be degraded into a selfish world of egoism. The need to store some things
mostly arises from present fear and anxiety for our selves, and the need to preserve
the past great achievements, often really arises from a dissatisfaction with our
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present selves. W h a t is the substantial difference between the British M u s e u m ,
which has collected cultural heritages from all over the world, or a retired
serviceman, w h o proudly preserves his decorations, and a father w h o keeps the
beautiful memories of his family in a photo album? W h a t is c o m m o n in all can be
an egoistic desire, which dispels or conceals dissatisfactions, anxieties and senses
of inferiority by this collection, preservation and ostentation. This can apply,
whether this be individual, or based in the collective desire of a society to uphold
notions of present position, through display of past glory.
Thus we realise that the problem does not exist in preservation itself, but in our
desire or motivation. After all, what I want to advocate is not for the cessation of
collections, but the awareness of negative motives, which are often mixed with
positive, so that w e can overcome these negative desires. I have represented the
classification, evaluation and preservation of racial difference—white, yellow,
black—metaphorically in this work.
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Dung

Beetles ( P L A T E S 31 and 32)

Fifty dung beetles are each absorbed in pushing their own dung-balls in ordered
rows. The numbers, from one to fifty, are on their backs, the bodies being made of
clay coloured gold and silver, and their legs of wire, beads, fishing sinkers, plastic
tubes and so on. Because every single beetle is handmade, it is slightly different
from the others, although as a general impression they all look the same. Even the
expression on each of their faces is different, therefore there is no beetle the same.
At the same time, they push together, they work in unison, they conform in the
wider sense.

The dung-balls, except for those of the front line, are also made of daily goods and
waste materials such as computer parts, glass from beer bottles, beer cans,
bandages, peanut shells, clothes pegs and so on. Each of the front five dung-balls
is painted with a decoration representing different cultures—modern Japan,
Australian Aboriginal, European/American, Islamic and indigenous Japan.
I saw a dung beetle on a TV program, which reminded my of myself in the past,
and it also simultaneously reminded m e of Sisyphus of Albert Camus.

Most of

the Japanese including myself have been pursuing the better life—studying hard
from childhood to enter a famous university, and then being employed by a famous
company, and finally building a small house in the suburbs. I do not criticise this
ordinary plan as a life-style, but I on the other hand strongly criticise such a
compulsion towards a particular life-style.
What are we pushing now? Is it worth pushing? We can never know. What we
can do is only believe in its worth.

59

Camus, Albert (1913-1960). The Myth of Sisyphus, Hamish Hamilton, London, 1955.
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Free Range Eggs ( P L A T E S 33 - 38)
A s mentioned in the autobiographical sections, when I was young I killed a chicken
by myself and ate it. Since then I have felt that to live—that is, to eat, compete and
survive—is a burden.
One day in 1993, when I was walking in the forest near a golf course, I mistook a
golf ball in the bush for a bird's egg. A s I picked it up and examined it, I thought it
was just like an egg, which had been laid by the desire of modern civilisation. I
imagined the golf ball lying in an egg carton. Thus Free Range Eggs was started.
Compared with this vast space in Australia, in the tiny Japanese islands one
hundred and twenty million people are jostling. I was critical of golf from the point
of view of efficient usage of land, and of environmental problems. I was also
disgusted that golf, mobile phones and Mercedes cars had become status symbols
in Asian countries—moreover they are getting to the level of being almost c o m m o n
at the moment. I think that Japan must be a bad example for Asian countries which
are industrialising. I had hoped that the Asian countries would never repeat Japan's
mistaken rush to modernisation, however, n o w I a m afraid that the rapid economic
growth of the Asian countries m a y bring about a tragedy worse than in Japan. A
dark cloud of m a m m o n i s m , originates from Japan, and is hanging low all other
Asia.

A golf ball is a symbol of just such an Asia, including Japan. In this work the go
balls are produced by the chicken, killed m y myself in childhood thirty years ago.
The wounded chicken, whose neck I once cut and w h o n o w has had her body
regenerated by high technology, keeps laying the golf balls obediently, just as if she
is taking revenge on me.
The other two birds, the kookaburra and the eagle, are also wounded like the
chicken

a shared image of m y o w n wounded state and that of Beuys. A s the

chicken is a metaphor for Asia, the eagle is for America or the West and the
kookaburra is for the indigenous culture of m y new country. The eagle lays metal
eggs, and the kookaburra lays burned Banksia seed pods. W h a t is the box in the
middle? Is it reason or insanity, or else Almighty God?
When we think of ourselves as wounded, we take it for granted to think of
ourselves as a victim. W e seek an assailant "outside" ourselves, such as a criminal,
war, or modern civilisation. However the criminals w h o have brought about
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today's turmoil are nobody else but ourselves. " W e " consist of the collective "I".
W e must not think that w e are always wounded and victimised by others. W e
should not forget that w e are assailants as well. W e possess everything in
ourselves. The chicken w h o was killed and eaten by m e is myself as well. The
golf ball she lays is also myself. Furthermore, even the kookaburra and eagle are
myself as well. The three birds are in chains. W h o chained them? M e ? You? The
answer is in the box.
Thus the chicken who was killed by me has been resurrected after thirty years. I
must live together with her from now on. H o w can I associate with her?
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Echidna Dilemma (PLATES 39 - 42)
During a visit to Jervis Bay on the south coast of N e w South Wales, I saw an
echidna, quite unexpectedly, as I was walking across the car park in the bush.
Because this was m y first encounter with an echidna, I stepped up to him curiously.
His gait w a s so humorous and lovely. Just as I gazed more closely at him, he
suddenly rolled himself into a quilled ball. "Don't be afraid of m e . I won't hurt
you, because I'm not your enemy," I talked to him unconsciously in Japanese. A s
he, of course, didn't understand, not only m y Japanese but also m y mind, he didn't
cease the defensive posture. I felt so m u c h pity for him that I decided to leave his
territory. "I'm sorry for frightening you," I talked inwardly to him and left that
place. W h e n looking back to the echidna a short while afterwards, I noticed that he
had started walking again and I was relieved to see it. Later while walking on the
beach, I was still thinking of the echidna. His rolled-up posture—his only intention
was to wait for the danger (my existence) to be gone—seemed to be just like m y
past self. Nevertheless for the echidna, even a person such as myself was a
dangerous enemy, w h o threatened his existence.
Although I was psychologically in sympathy with the echidna (victim), I was
nothing but an assailant to him. I was both an assailant and a victim. W h e n w e
think about identity, w e tend to identify ourselves with a specific standpoint, such
as a certain religion, ethnicity or culture. Most of them are collective values. A s an
individual, w e also identify ourselves with an occupation, such as that of an artist,
teacher, banker and so on. In any case, w e generally identify ourselves with an
existence, which is regarded as authoritative. However, because of relativity of
values, a certain value is valuable for one person, but it is in some cases valueless
or even contrary for another. W e can easily see such an example, in the cultural
antagonism between the West and the East. The more this relativity of values
escalates, the more our anxiety grows, and accordingly, w e try to find an authority
to cling to. In some cases, even the position of victim becomes an authority, such
as a victim of Western Civilisation, a victim of Colonialism, a victim of Male
Chauvinism and so on. W e never identify ourselves as an assailant although w e
m a y victimise someone, because a victim is regarded as a good person and an
assailant is seen as a villain. However, in a competitive society w e possess both
positions of victim and assailant. W h e n w e escape into the shelter, w e always cling
to an authority called 'victim'—a good person. W e arm ourselves with quills,
check each other, attack others and defend ourselves. Are w e always a victim or an
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assailant? Such a split identity was a starting point for Echidna Dilemma.

The

work is full of intentional stereotypical metaphors—The Yellow Echidna, a
metaphor for Japan holds golf balls, the White Echidna, a metaphor for the West is
m a d e of computer parts and the Black Echidna, a metaphor for Africa and
indigenous culture holds a scrubbing brush. The Red and Blue Echidnas are
metaphors for gender or close relationship—the more they love each other, the
more they hurt each other. The B r o w n Echidna is protected, isolated by wire
entanglements. All are surrounded by a swarm of washing pegs—a metaphor for
our anxiety about unidentified pressure. They are forced to m o v e towards
somewhere else.
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For the Unknown

Future ( P L A T E S 43 and 44)

This title derives from the collection of atomic bomb novels called The Unknown
Future edited by Kemzabura Ohe. 60 Hiroshima, where it was estimated by
American scientists at the time, it would take at least seventy five years for any
plants to regenerate, rose from the ashes quicker than any expectations. Ten years
ago, I visited Hiroshima to see the atomic b o m b memorial museum. W h e n I saw
the exhibits, I was shocked all over again, by the bloodcurdling horror of the
atomic b o m b , and at the same time by the foolishness of h u m a n beings, w h o
brought about such tragedy. O n the other hand, going back to the city centre and
seeing its prosperous appearance with m y o w n eyes, gave m e a sense of the
incongruity between present Hiroshima and the past tragedy. "What have w e ever
leant from the tragedy of Hiroshima?" I could not suppress such questions in m y
mind. I have never felt material prosperity to be more fragile or meaningless that at
that time. After w e have experienced a catastrophic situation, h o w do w e revive
and regenerate ourselves? H o w can w e avoid repeating the same mistake again? I
could not help thinking that the present Japan had not really learnt enough from its
historical mistake in the hustle and bustle of new Hiroshima.
In the summer of 1994 I experienced the huge bushfire in New South Wales. Of
course, I have never experienced such a thing in Japan. W h e n I visited the Royal
National Park a few weeks after the bushfire, I was extremely shocked by the
terrible sight. The charred trees, the white ashes all around as far as I could see,
seemed just like the end of the world, or the lifeless world on the moon. I could
find there only despondency, where everything had burnt out and turned to ashes
and misery, where all lives had gone. I instinctively imagined the agony of the
animals, w h o must have run around this w a y and that trying to escape, and
eventually being killed; and the resentment of plants w h o couldn't even run away
from the fire and couldn't do anything except only wait to be burned. The horrific
imagination could not but remind m e of Hiroshima. This sight was enough for m e
to imagine, 'The doomsday is just like this."
However, there was a breath of recovery even in this lifeless world. Looking
around carefully, I could perceive tiny green buds here and there in the white ashes.
I had a hunch that from these tiny signs of life this forest would certainly soon
recover. From the scorched hell, able to melt a glass bottle—I saw the very same
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phenomenon in the A - b o m b m u s e u m in Hiroshima—life had begun renewing and
growing only a few weeks after the catastrophe. I had no words for the
recuperative power of nature in front of me.

I can relate this to myself. I came to Australia to heal and rebirth myself, theref
I was encouraged by this recuperative power of nature in this Australian land. It
told m e in physical and mental ways, "Trust your recuperative power."
I can hardly accept that the recovery of Hiroshima and Japan follows a desirable
path. It is certainly surprising that Japan has reconstructed its present prosperity,
although it looks less secure today. Both mentally and culturally, however, I
cannot think that Japan has learnt enough from its historical lessons and I a m very
sceptical about its present and future. Nevertheless, I do not miss a bud of h o p e —
it is so tiny and slight—even in such negativeness. I presume that the future will
not be particularly bright for m e , you and all h u m a n beings. Probably, h u m a n
beings will continue to feel jealous, compete, fight and destroy each other as
always. However, on the other hand, they (we) will also understand, help,
cooperate and build each other. N o w I have c o m e to be able to believe that our
future must be bright because it is "unknown". I have c o m e to be able to sense a
tiny green bud in the devastated ashes, to sense a slight light in the utter darkness
and to sense a small positiveness in the huge negativeness. They are worth
believing because of the very tininess, and n o w I can ascribe immeasurable weight
to thesetinyexistences, again because of their very tininess.
Such an idea, which was brought about by my experiences of Hiroshima, the
bushfire and m y o w n history, has produced this work titled For the
Future.
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Unknown

Open Up the Shelter (PLATES 45 - 56)
In this worktitledOpen Up the Shelter, this part of m y journey to seek postnational
and postcolonial identity, which will actually continue through m y whole life, will
be put to an end. At this stage I must give an answer to m y o w n question, in order
to progress to the next stage. Originally, identity is stabilised by the relationship
between an individual and that individual's society. For example, it is achieved by
identifying self with social values such as those related to family, society, ethnic
group, religion and so one. However I assumed an absolute individual identity
against such a collective identity, because, I thought it indispensable to build a
rational relationship a m o n g individuals, w h o respect their o w n moral ethics.
H o w e v e r , o n the w a y to the attempt I have noticed that there are various
standpoints, which are antagonistic or contrary to each other, even in the same
individual. For example, there can be a conversion of identity, depending on a
situation, such as that of victim shifting to that of assailant. Once I was split into
two identities as both a teacher and an artist. In that case it is generally called an
identity crisis, which is regarded as a negative situation. Therefore, an individual is
forced to assimilate self into one position, which is regarded as the only solution for
an identity crisis. However, n o w I a m convinced it is wrong that an individual
should identify self into a specific authoritative position in order to stabilise
personal identity. All values are relative and all standpoints cross each other,
therefore I assume another desirable identity—an individual will never identify him
or herself with any one value, namely, an individual can see a relationship with
every value. Although this assumption might be a denial of identity, I believe such
flexibility is indispensable for self-identity. However, a bud of hope is hiding in
the darkness - negativeness - therefore, I advocate that w e should positively
evaluate the identity crisis which is generally regarded as negative. In this
postnational and postcolonial era, to cope flexibly with the anomie of authoritative
values, and to avoid another compulsion of values, w e must grope in the dark for
such identity as, which is able to perceive the relativity of all values.
This series Open Up the Shelter was inspired by a photograph of a three thousand
year old Chinese m u m m y , reported in an edition of "Good Weekend", in The
Sydney Morning

Herald, 1994. It is the corpse of a three month old infant,

wrapped tightly in colourful woollen-like cloth, and bound up with red and blue
ropes. Its eyes are covered by stones and the uncovered face is remarkably well
preserved. I imagine m a n y things from this beautiful and cruel photo, about the
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misfortune of the infant's early death, about the grief of his or her parents. The
parents must have tried to give the infant an eternal life. They wrapped him or her
uptightlyto protect against the cold, and placed a toy and a milk bag m a d e from a
sheep's breast with the tiny m u m m y . Thus, this infant has lived three thousand
years, although the parents must have already turned into soil, and been exposed to
the public eye. Are this infant and parents finally satisfied with this result? There
are no bounds to m y imagination. B e that as it may, w h y did the parents bind up
their baby so tightly? Because of their endless love for their baby? W e r e they
afraid of resurrection or something? Did they try sealing something up so that it
could never get out?
We all have something, which ought to be opened up and something, which ought
to be sealed up. H a v e w e ever judged it properly? W e have often opened up
something, which ought to be sealed, and on the contrary sealed things which
ought to be opened. I cannot help suspecting so. In the series called Open Up the
Shelter, I tried to enquire into such a suspicion. I imagine a variety of shelters—
mummy-like, coffin-like, water bottle-like, with a large number of birds trying to
open and close these shelters. Both shelters and birds are m a d e of various everyday materials, such astin,wire netting, electric cable, audio tape, clothes pegs, golf
balls and so on. M y imagination grows further—baby birds are born from white,
black and yellow golf balls—when the birds open up a metal shelter, white, black
and yellow balls appear. Another image—birds are born from golf balls in a nest
m a d e of audio tapes, in a shelter m a d e of electric wires. The baby birds walk
towards a heap of white, black and yellow bird boxes, which are enclosed by heaps
of books. S o m e birds try to open the books, some birds try to enter the bird boxes
and s o m e birds try to c o m e out of the bird boxes. N o n e of the birds has wings, so
they can never fly, they can only walk.
We must know what we ought to open and what we ought to seal. We must know
ourselves without any deception. Such conviction led m e to this work and to the
title, Open Up the Shelter.
To conclude this documentation, I would like to reproduce my message which was
written on the invitation card for the final exhibition.
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OPEN UP THE SHELTER
W e had better tell the truth. W e don't have to tell a lie any more. W e have been
experiencing a lot and learning a lot over and over again for hundreds and
thousands of years. W e , as a matter of fact, already k n o w everything. W e don't
have to pretend not to know it any more.
We are jealous. We are jealous of your happiness. You live in a mansion with a
yacht harbour and you drive a luxury car. Y o u are strong, smart and kind.
Everybody loves you because you are beautiful and pretty. Y o u are talented and
your works win the highest praise. W e hate you because you are like that.
We are cruel. We feel relieved to see your unhappiness. We feel pity for your
loneliness and poverty. Y o u are weak and dumb. Y o u always draw a blank. Y o u
always work hard, but you never succeed because you are not talented. Y o u are
always kind and sincere to everybody, but you are never rewarded because you are
not beautiful. W e love you because you are like that.
We hate equality. We are uneasy if we are quite equal to you, because we don't
k n o w where and what w e are. W e are happy if you are a bit inferior to us, because
then w e can feel superior to you without any guilt. W e feel pity if you are a lot
more inferior to us. W e feel irritated if you are a bit superior to us, but it is a good
incentive for us. We'll say good-bye if you are too superior, because is makes us
feel miserable.

We love a competition. We can't stand it if you are equal to us. We want to know
what a winner and loser is. W e want to win every time if possible, but an
occasional defeat is a good incentive for us. W e don't want to be defeated often
because it makes us feel miserable. At such a time w e have to look for a person
w h o m w e can defeat easily. W e only want to compete with you, because w e know
you are weaker than us.
We don't want all people to be happy. If all people are happy, we can't know
whether w e are happy or not. W e only wish for ourselves to be happy. But w e
feel pity if you are very unhappy. So w etikeit if w e are a bit happier than you.
We wish our families happiness as well as ourselves, if possible. We wish our
friends happiness as well as ourselves, if possible. W e wish all human beings and
living things happiness as well as ourselves, if possible.
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W e have been wishing like this for hundreds and thousands of years, but w e have
never realised it. What can or can't w e do? What do or don't w e want to do?
What do w e protect? What do w e cling to? Where do we hide? D o w e really need
a shelter? O P E N U P T H E S H E L T E R !
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CONCLUSION
POSTCOLLECTIVE IDENTITY
Now I feel that I am just like a very young child again, because I regard this
Australian life as m y second life. O f course, I had m y first life for the span of
thirty-eight years in Japan. However, at the end of this investigation, I feel that
Japanese life to be m y previous existence. I feel a long distance, or discontinuity,
between that Japanese life and this Australian life. M y self in Japan was virtually
not m y o w n self. It was a self, forced on m e at times by a traditional Japan, at
other times by modern Japan and at other times it was a self, which resisted these
demands. In the last analysis, I could not be free from such external demands
while in Japan, however, I have nearly been able to be free from them here. N o w I
can hear affirmatively m y inner voice, I can positively feel difference between
myself in Japan and myself in Australia. This feeling of 'difference', I presume,
comes from m y realisation that w e are all strangers. I gained clues of this
personally significant realisation from Kristeva, and found concrete examples in the
art of Christo and Beuys. Habermas, on the other hand, remonstrated against m y
disappointment in rationalism. I have realised that because w e are strangers, w e
should dispel our illusion of collective identity. Even an insider, or part of the
majority, is substantially a stranger, in the same w a y as an outsider, or part of a
minority. Moreover, there is no majority in the w o r l d — w e are all minorities called
individuals. After all this, I have been able to be freed from the compulsion of
collective value. At the same time, I do not deny all collective values. I do deny
their absolutism. Essentially, no collective value is antagonistic to individual
value—both are sides of the same coin. Therefore one should never one-sidedly
victimise another, and national identity also should never overshadow self-identity.

I have been able to objectify and relativise 'myself in Japan' by realising my ident
as a stranger, or to realise m y identity as a stranger by objectifying and relativising
'my self in Japan'. T o arrive at this conclusion, the realisation, that I a m
undoubtedly a stranger—I certainly realised this feeling in Australia—was
indispensable for m e . W h e n I look back on m y Japanese life from this point of
view, furthermore, I realise that I was a stranger even in J a p a n — m y mother
country. This, however, does not necessarily m e a n I was eliminated from Japanese
society, because w e are all strangers anywhere and anytime.
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Finally as a result of this investigation into postnational and postcolonial identity
over the past five years, I have been able to arrive at and accept this realisation, " W e
are all strangers." N o w at the end of the investigation, I call this identity as a
stranger, 'Postcollective Identity'. I recall again Beuys' remark, "Everybody is an
artist." I will continue, as an artist, to investigate this Postcollective Identity in m y
work, because the artist is the absolute stranger.
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